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It was there, on the balcony of the Met Opera House, that a 
restlessness came over me, a kind of creeping sense of profound 
disappointment with the way things were, a resignation against the 
horror of the noxious and altogether unhappy environs I had found 
myself trapped within, or rather this hell I had indeed brought myself 
to, I felt a sense of interrupted calm by something just outside the 
bounds of my dulled hearing made duller by the torrent of sound I 
had just hoisted upon myself with almost sinister delight. I tried, 
perhaps against my better judgement, to let the restlessness wash over 
me, but before I could grasp it and «engage» with it, to use the 
parlance of our accurséd age, it, my restlessness (if I can lay claim to 
the ephemeral), was gone, scattered to the gentle autumn winds 
portending a storm whose arrival I longed for more than anything, I 
would latch on to whatever was able to bring to an end the stuffy 
stasis inside that stodgy mausoleum filled to the brim with artifice and 
expiration. I tore off my mask and took in the scent of autumnal air, 
thanking the demiurge I’d been able to escape, if only for a moment, 
the putrid stench that enveloped the sickly so-called patrons 
unceremoniously stuffed inside the hall, so-called patrons suffering 
various stages of decay, coughing with abandon into their cloth face 
coverings. My espresso, steaming amidst the all-too-humid autumn 
evening, offered me the prospect of a victory sip, one I took with 
relish, gazing off into the miserable concrete fountain= plaza below 
awash with tourists. It took only two sips for the restlessness to return, 
this time accompanied by the chorus of screams which seemed to find 
me wherever I went, the cries of the world buried underfoot of our 
beloved «modernity», this time in particular I was able to make out 
the indignant protests of the families who inhabited this supposed 
centre for arts and culture, screams from families who lived here when 
it bore the name San Juan Hill, when Lincoln Center was nothing more 
than a madman’s dream. Layered atop and between these protests 
were the groans of the long dead Lenni Lenape, their entire cosmos 
extinguished by smallpox and settler deceit. And just at the edge of 
my audible range, only perceptible with intense focus, I was able to 
make out the roars of dinosaurs and other megafauna, trees never 
decomposed for they existed before the mushrooms, the buzzing of 
single-celled scavengers and gurgles of extremophiles, all the long 
dead biomass we drink like milkshakes in tribute to the death cult 
ostensibly labelled «modernity». This unbridled consumption had its 
byproducts, mainly the intense and endless vomiting of carbon=sin 
that stunk up the entire earth with its filth, filth that robbed vitality 
from the Now and the future both, burning the remnants of the past 
for momentary energy turned to a stinking ash that blanketed the 
entire globe to monstrous effect. I could, out here sipping my steaming 


espresso overlooking the fountain=plaza, escape the stench of 
mortality and faux-intellectualism steaming out from the red- 
encrusted au pair ah house, but the stench of the past we burned, the 
stench of the crying corpses buried beneath our feet, these I could 
never outrun, and perhaps there lay a source of this relentless 
restlessness. Unconvinced, I had another sip and took my gaze away 
from the last photo-snatchers below, letting my eyes rest instead on 
the pathetic and altogether uninspiring patrons who joined me on this 
autumn knight at the au pair ah. The bubbling hate I’d been trying to 
temper in the night’s gentle breeze only intensified upon focusing on 
this vile milieu. I soon found myself clutching my steaming espresso, 
housed within an all-too-pliable paper cup slowly rotting in my 
uncovered hands, unable to tear my eyes from the crowded table that 
lay just beyond the glass, only now devoid of any blocking crowd to 
divert my ire. Even now I can’t be bothered to remember the table’s 
shape, it is unclear to me if it was a circle or a square, a Hinton 
tesseract or some unthinkable eldritch horror, Baphomet’s sigil or the 
headquarters of the Department of Defense (admittedly on most days 
this amounted to the same thing), these details are like a thick fog as I 
scribble in this stupid notebook, but thankfully they, the details, are 
irrelevant to the memory = facts I wish to convey. What did not fade 
in the Berkelian haze of non-becoming were the crocodile smiles and 
ill-fitting suits of the amorphously shaped table’s seated guests. It was 
not possible for me to excise the vision of that old, white, smiling 
executive publicly fondling his East Asian plaything = mistress in front 
of what was presumably his miserable family; he fondled away as one 
of his birdbrained sons, one of the pathetic failures this horny world 
strider pretended to raise from childhood, bragged about their latest 
poorly conceived scheme to piss away the fortune their father 
bestowed upon them, no doubt the kind of ridiculous scam all the 
narcissistic charlatans were getting in on during this accurséd age, I 
was sure I could see the son’s lips forming words like non-fungible 
token and value generation, he was making a fool of himself in front of 
the whole clan, his disgustingly brazen confidence in his own 
incompetence made me simultaneously jealous at such unearned yet 
all encompassing self-worth and infuriated that such power of will was 
wasted on this most banal and world destroying of schemes. His father 
stopped fondling the mistress = whore long enough to let out a soft 
smirk at his son’s wild flights of fancy before digging into his steak, a 
piece of meat I clocked at somewhere in the range of low three 
figures. He chewed slowly and deliberately, putting on a show of his 
enjoyment, almost as if he were mocking me, as if to lord over me his 
immense wealth and his ability to ignore the restlessness that once 
again enveloped me. Each bite made me flinch, just as each bite sent 


him further into feigned ecstasy. He must have been revelling in each 
scream, content that it was by his will alone that the scream was let 
out, I did that running endlessly through his morally bankrupt mind, 
every scream was proof of his own divinity. Or perhaps, seated as he 
was in the high heavens of wealth and power, the screams never 
reached his coddled ears. I found myself aimlessly envious that not 
only could this mediocre man avoid distinguishing between the 
screams he solicited, an automatic and indeed trivial response for my 
sensitive ears—first the family of Thelonious Monk, famous residents 
of San Juan Hill incensed that someone named after the prophet who 
freed the slaves and led them to the Promised Land would kick the 
family out of theirs so He could build a so-called art complex where 
they, an afterthought, would never be invited and where so-called art 
would never be present; now the cries of Akunstu braves as they 
watched their beloved forest burning down to make way for those 
methane belching beasts at present being chewed and consumed in 
front of me, a slash-and-burn carnival to grow the ever-fattening 
purses of the slaughter = masters who sent their grazing meat = sacks 
to an undignified end by the millions; now the muffled screams of the 
Bangladeshi families drowning in the rising seas of the warming world 
to come, condemned to death beneath the waves by the myriad webs 
of just-in-time logistics and cross-continental supply chains that 
brought all the ingredients of the blood =steak together—not only was 
he entirely incapable of distinguishing between the various degrees 
and types of horror his habits inflicted upon the past and the future 
both, he couldn’t hear the screams at all. He could, in his divine luck, 
opt for the bliss of total silence, a bliss I could only dream of. Further 
enraging was the present fact that he elected for noise over silence, a 
knight at the au pair ah over quiet contemplation in his fortified 
pleasure palace. This was only an assumption, I realised taking 
another sip of my steaming espresso as I leaned on the bannister and 
maintained my intense yet unnoticed stare at the table beyond the 
glass. Yes, I was only assuming this man was here for the opera; he 
could be the particularly depraved kind of showboat who would dine 
at the Met Opera House, his apathetic family in tow, without seeing 
the opera itself. I took stock of the situation unfolding before me—his 
relentless yet unhurried chews suggested he was unbothered by time, 
an unlikely circumstance if this family was attempting to squeeze a 
full meal (with all the appropriate swagger and squabbling over social 
standing, the careful exchanges of confidence with a wait staff who 
feigned lifelong friendship, the customary wait for the stomach to 
settle between courses, never less than three) into the paltry forty 
minute intermission between the second and the third act granted to 
the audience by the unseen lords of the Met—and concluded it was 


likely this man had indeed brought his family to dine at an opera 
house without seeing an opera. Besides, who would drag their family 
to Wagner of all composers? But the longer I sat with this ill- 
conceived thesis, the more suspicious I grew. Who would want to show 
off to opera goers, the dregs of so-called high society? We were as 
insignificant as line cooks as far as the deranged «social scene» of New 
York was concerned, nobody important went to the au pair ah. Unless 
the executive was deeply misinformed, he was better off serving 
whatever sick designs at gravitas he harboured within the glass 
windows of Manhatta, the ocean breezes of the Hamptons, or 
wherever else those freaks had colonised and ruined, those vampiric 
soul suckers who stalked the night for the latest drip of clout to add to 
their overflowing vials locked away in their airy mansion = forts. Yes, 
it became increasingly obvious that this crew was indeed dining in the 
intermission, that they had interrupted whatever surely important 
social or economic functions they were otherwise enmeshed within to 
indulge in a knight at the au pair ah; with regret I bid them welcome 
into the dismal hall of so-called audience members, raising my paper 
cup with disgusted glee. I took another sip of my steaming espresso 
whilst he, the paterfamilias, turned to his ambiguous female confidant 
to his left—the right being occupied by his aforementioned 
escort=lover—who could have been a sister, ex-wife, donor, 
accountant, or a myriad of other «roles» in this sad scion’s life, and 
began to speak. He said a few words to her, whispered but just loud 
enough for the whole table to hear, his mouth buried in her ear to 
avoid my lip reading. Shortly thereafter the whole table broke out into 
alien cries of what I could only presume were their feeble attempts at 
laughter, or rather the whole table aside from the birdbrained son 
who earlier boasted about his noxious scheme to all present. Given 
this fact, it was clear the father had made some kind of pathetic joke 
at his living failure’s expense, the rest of the table obliged to laugh 
thanks to the immense weight of the father’s fortune. The 
conversation soon petered out as they played their sick games of social 
convention, barely hiding their malicious intent behind bourgeois 
respectability. I tried hard to avoid imagining their repulsive nasally 
voices, but only ended up reminded myself of the voices of the two 
women who sat behind me in our box labelled as part of the ridiculous 
Parterre Tier, a box attended to by red vested servants who held the 
key to your box and thereby held ultimate power over you, the grand 
power to admit (or withhold) entry. Of course you, the non-existent 
reader who has somehow obtained my notebook=ravings that are 
destined only for the flames, will never descend to the pit of the au 
pair ah, I hope you never debase yourself in such a manner, but if you 
were so inclined to not heed my warnings, if you did one day wake up 


with severe cognitive decline or a terminal case of FOMO and decide 
that a knight at the au pair ah would do you good, then you will 
regrettably become familiar with the exhausting dance I am about to 
describe, so you’d might as well pay close attention. I’m not implying 
that you weren’t already, skipping a sentence here or there, this rant 
has only just gotten started after all, but if you did in fact find your 
thoughts wandering, even this early, over my hastily composed notes 
then I would like to redirect your attention to this next part, in the off 
chance it one day may be of some use to you. The ghastly dance 
begins before you realise there’s any more to follow. The red vested 
wage =servant eyes you from across the corridor—I know not how 
they know, but they always know who is destined to meet them at the 
door, they always know who appears to beg for entry. Their fixed 
stare may send an inexplicable shiver down your spine, but you chalk 
it up to pre-show nerves, a fear of large crowds perhaps, jitters over a 
social event whose protocols remain hazy after months of so-called 
lockdown. Only when you arrive outside your box do you realise the 
depth of this self-deception, only then do you comprehend that 
judgement has already been rendered. You blush, you feign modesty, 
you request entry to your box, ticket=proof in hand, you can’t bear 
their piercing eyes much longer. They give you a look over, up and 
down, they relish this all-too-brief moment they hold over you, you 
the debased so-called opera aficionado who can afford to drop 
hundreds of ill-gotten dollars on a ticket and a velvet encrusted seat to 
the most glamorous of opera halls this side of the Prime Meridian, that 
accurséd line arbitrarily plucked from the ether and given the breath 
of life by a group who professes an abundance of none. They, the 
servant cloaked in red, smile stretching almost beyond the bounds of 
their masked face, for a few beats longer becomes the master in this 
modern Hegelian dialectic, it is up to them to decide whether to 
accept you, in your false servility and simulated deference, into the 
box that you, as the patron, have shelled out for with your ill-gotten 
funds. They go mad with power, barely resisting the urge to cackle 
right in your face as they determine your fate; in reality this is just a 
performance as well, they already passed judgement the moment you 
walked into their field of view, like K’s court they were almost 
attracted to guilt, the trappings of wealth, that scent of so-called 
success. They drew out this moment even though they knew it has 
already passed, they relish in your discomfort, a kind of reparation for 
their daily trial of dealing with the supposed Masters of the Universe. 
The judgement had already been passed by the inaccessible and 
unknowable higher courts, the so-called Invisible Hand had already 
cleared the way for your entry, the servant merely a formality, a 
means of carrying out the sentence. At the last second, just before 


you’re about to keel over in embarrassment, just as the tension is too 
much for any mortal to stand, they give you a nod, the craved 
«recognition», and reveal their shining key. They open the door, they 
gesture for you to enter, and the dismal dance concludes with a 
whimper. This choreographed performance is one the monied do not 
even realise is happening, so used to the world of servants, 
superiority, and soft supplicants, but for me and I presume for you 
dear reader it comes as a kind of a shock, similar in nature to the 
restlessness that descended upon me outside the hall. Without 
question the rather portly lady, a lay-about who'd re tyred fife teen ears 
a go, belonged to the former group rather than the latter; there was no 
doubt in my mind that she had never noticed the way the ushers 
looked at her. In fact, I doubted whether she even saw the ushers at 
all. As for the screams that plagued me? No, she hadn’t a clue, her 
hearing was miserable, it was debatable whether she even heard her 
own shrill and nasally voice as she pontificated to her friend, 
bouncing up and down in the seat over which her fat rolls pooled. 
Sum thymes it takes Mii™ mull= tip = pull shh ohs bee four eye real Li get 
an au pair ah. Eye have a tree shh oh le mitt, she smirked self satisfied at 
her attempt at humility, butt of coarse it took me six two fine Allie get 
what ever yi body was talking a bout wit Parsifal. Her supposéd friend, 
poindexter-like with her glasses and suspiciously ratty cardigan, gave 
a slavish (although decidedly not of Slavish vintage) nod. Her slight 
grimace was perhaps a sign of jealousy at the wealth which made 
possible five showings of an opera you did not yet care for, or perhaps 
a grimace of embarrassment at a friend who did not feel the sublimity 
of Wagner’s Gasantkunstwerk on her first encounter, incredulous that 
the passion of Parsifal was lost on this so-called opera aficionado. The 
friend in her equally repulsive nasal cadence began to devise her plan 
of attack, explaining four Mii™ it was Candide. The best of all whirlds, so 
de = press = sing. Eye just cool dint do it. It took Mii™ too tries be four the 
pee says fell in two place, butt now eye love it, she droned, delighted that 
she was able to blurt out a statement before her hastily speaking 
companion, clearly raring to continue the one-up-manship given her 
slightly ajar mouth waiting for any pause in the so-called flow of 
conversation; the portly woman’s mouth hung open like the spigot of 
a stone-carved fountain of a child urinating that inexplicably graced 
an improbable amount of cities on the continent that Americans 
labelled as quaint. She waited until she could begin again tasting the 
nectar of hearing her own voice speak sweetly in a hall designed for 
singing and, in one torrent of words, let out a sublime speech crafted 
with the utmost care, intended to overrun the ratty cardigan wearer’s 
attempt at expressing herself with her new appreciation of Parsifal’s 
bile-tinged rants. After an uncharacteristic few seconds of 


contemplation the retiree decided to change tact, repositioning herself 
for a final blow. Yes yes, that won is a weird comm pose it Xi’an. Butt of 
coarse their arr sum that I can not stand no Matt her how many thymes 
eye sea them. She clicked her hands together like a crab and asked, 
What’s that one bye Strauss? Her friend, seeing an opening, tried to 
counterattack with, O butt eye love Strauss! But the portly lady, 
bulldozer like, parried with astounding skill, pontificating o sow due 
eye of coarse, butt the one were the Mann shoots himself, the won act—I 
thought for a few moments; shoots? She meant stabs. Salome, that was 
the production she was thinking of, opera aficionado indeed. Her 
friend, rapidly searching her thoughts to no avail, lied and said, Ah 
yes, yes. Eye no it. A strange one, mystical even, with an attempt at 
considered grace. Yes, that won with the be= head = ing. I just can not do 
it! the retiree screamed again at a volume that betrayed her own lack 
of self-awareness. Her weak attack seemed to have won the day— 
expressing scorn surpasses outbursts of sincerity and satisfaction, true 
taste is forged in the fires of hate, to dismiss is to lord over, to declare 
yourself higher than that which you condemn to the depths of 
mediocrity. I, the retiree, declare myself better than that German 
pretender who would dare put music to the words of Wilde, he whose 
amateurish attempts at mysticism repulse me to my osteoporosis- 
ridden bones, is what she must have thought, disgustingly pleased 
with her (self-)perceived erudition. Her parade complete, she leaned 
back in her chair and pulled out a book as her friend sulked in defeat, 
dismissed from the court of the one who now understood the 
unattainable heights of Parsifal. The novel, blazoned in red and black 
photo realism, was by one of the cabal of airport authors, written by 
the equivalent of GPT-3 trained on the basest slop available in our 
decaying empire. Upon reflection this turn of events tracked; she 
cloaked herself in the glamour of opera, using the genius of Mozart 
and Puccini to augment her person, she let the notes pass over her like 
the tides, content to lay back and Consume. One can no doubt 
surround oneself in the glory of lit her rat cure and let your 
consumption habits form the bulk of whatever hollow personality you 
pretend to possess where all such nonsense has been commodified in 
the vile process called «identity formation», but unlike opera—or 
television, TikTok™, or any number of other entertainment mediums our 
delicious panopticon serves up, so called «content»—it, the novel, 
requires «effort», something totally beyond the capacities of this 
sloven patron. Going two the au pair ah requires nothing more than 
showing up (besides of course the war chest of blood money necessary 
to purchase the ticket and any trifles of drink or sustenance), dead or 
alive the music reaches you, and it is well within your rights to claim 
you’ve «experienced» Verdi regardless of mental state. Not so with 


Joyce’s turn of phrase—you have to read it (unless you’d like to 
deploy the forward position of audiobooks=as=reading, a whole 
other battle I am unwilling to humour in these dismal pages, I won’t 
waste my time or yours scribbling such obscenities). And so our portly 
princess would rather indulge in the base pleasures of a Josh Grisham 
or James Patterson, I can’t be bothered to recall which, you, the 
theoretical and hopefully non-existent you, get the idea, leaving her 
cultural clout collecting to the field of music. It was not surprising then 
that mere seconds after she opened her timepass she closed it once 
more, instead resolving to open a new front in her forever war. Rather 
than subject myself to another round of banalities and cognitohazards 
I took my leave, scrambling towards the door and stumbling my way 
to the balcony and my steaming espresso, but even in the crisp 
autumn air they had found a way to haunt me. There is no escape 
from the past, no salvation from the memories that hang heavy on the 
brains of the living, no waking from the nightmare that is his=story. 
These visions mercifully fell away, campfire smoke dissipating in the 
coming frost, and left me in the sweltering desert of the real with 
nothing but my espresso to quench my thirst (the hydrating qualities 
of caffeine have always been in doubt anyway, it being one of the 
classic see-saw study substances, a favourite of the parasites employed 
in so-called science journalism as they could concoct drivel=take 
after drivel=take regarding the torrent of «studies» that regularly 
proclaimed caffeine as hydrating or dehydrating, driver of heart 
disease or good for the heart, healthy or detrimental to the nerves, a 
never ending circus of base writing and charlatanry). My gaze 
returned to the Now; settling on a polka dotted dress in red that 
housed a body, a body blowing into the unseasonably humid night 
smoke from her cigarillo, smoke that now obscured the allegedly 
laughing family behind the glass. Disgraceful the word that popped 
into my mind, disgraceful we’ve let autumn decay to this. It wasn’t 
autumn at all, just a sick facsimile of the summer that never finishes 
until the four days of winter when icy winds descend from the melting 
Arctic, an awful cosplay that served only to enrage me at the reminder 
of what we’d done to this godforsaken planet. I hoped against hope 
that autumn still stood if not here than somewhere else. I had to 
believe there was some refuge, some unspoiled font of humanity that 
got to experience the divine slow dying of the trees with the proper 
chill, the songs of birds singing their last tunes before absconding to 
the south, not this miserable humid air and noisy crowd of laughing 
tourists searching for salvation or clicks in concrete born from 
massacre. I knew I would never see this place, but hoped that 
somebody would; it was all I could do to stop myself from falling into 
pathetic sadness, from giving in to the restlessness that plagued me. I 


suspected the smoker in front of me felt this too; her sadness was 
palpable as she tapped her half dragged cigarette with absentminded 
callousness, letting the ashes fall to the concreted balcony. It was 
obvious that, in between the wafting tobacco smoke, she caught the 
scent of rot, the smell of decadence that was evident all around us. 
She was part of that rot—so was I. Gazing off into the ruined night, 
she stank of the familiar self loathing that permeated the very basis of 
Manhattan, in her case a self loathing directed towards her smoking 
habit and her strange compulsion to attend an au pair ah watched by 
some of the worst denizens this city could produce=attract. I took 
another sip of my steaming espresso, a drug that brought me comfort 
just as the tobacco in her cigar gave the smoker comfort. Without 
some kind of drug, reality itself is unbearable, only the bravest 
amongst us raw dog this accurséd world. She had her smokes, I had my 
caffeine. She had her world destroying addictive commodity just as I 
did; curiously both caffeine and tobacco were often billed as a kind of 
secret weapon that allowed Europe’s regrettable «Industrious 
revolution(s)», both allowed the newly forged wage worker to labour 
away for hours at a time without so much as a snack. Tobacco was a 
regulator, a depressive stabiliser and means of a break from factory 
toil; in another world, another paradigm, it was a means of social 
glue, of diplomatic peace pipes and harmony, but that world has long 
since been destroyed. Caffeine was the upper, the productive tool to 
keep up the work rate; combined with sugar it plugged a calorific hole 
in the workers’ diet to cover food they otherwise could not afford on 
their meagre wages—both were necessary for the barbarity of the 
Enlightenment, which of course only served to usher in centuries of 
darkness which has not yet ended. Besides destroying society at large, 
these drugs destroyed both the very soil upon which they grew and 
the bodies of those who grew them, the organs of those who 
consumed them. Nicotiana tobacum was grown in the subtropical heat 
of Cuba or Virginia, whilst coffea arabica/canephora (though my 
steaming espresso was certainly arabica exclusively) required the 
tropical misery of Vietnam or Colombia; both of these horrific 
monocultures sapped the soil of vitality, decimated so-called 
biodiversity, destroyed the very places of their birth—at least they had 
the decency to parasitise different climes and spread out the doom 
they wrought. The former was, in whatever foolish corpus of research 
was peddled in those times, unequivocally «bad» for the body without 
any conceivable benefit—only lung cancer and fibrosis awaited the 
most dedicated of smokers, though Herman Brenner would surely 
argue otherwise. Tobacco destroyed both one’s self and the world 
around the user, hence the pitiful state of the consumer in the polka- 
dotted dress dripping with sadness. Coffee, to my luck, only destroyed 


the world at large—notwithstanding the current aforementioned 
confusion over the benefits or drawbacks of caffeine, whether it could 
kill you or make you live to 111, rob years of your life and leave you 
saddled to an addiction you could not control or grant you the ability 
to see into the distant future and corral humanity towards the Golden 
Path without being overwhelmed by the plurality of options and 
forgetting the agency of yourself and humanity as a species, whether 
the caffeine farmers and cafe syndicates and pod coffee operators or 
the biomedical industrial complex who were desperate to shovel ever 
larger piles of amphetamines and stimulants into an already drug- 
ridden populace were spending more money in marketing on that 
given day or month or hour (minutes being too fast for this crowd). 
She with her smokes, me with my sips, we both added to the doomed 
future awaiting us, we both let ecocide flow through us without a 
care, loathing our inaction yet unwilling to stop, we were caught in 
the snares of his=story, the constantly unfurling catastrophe. We 
drink and puff at the expense of the future, the world of our 
descendants goes up in a blaze, Benjamin’s angel, back turned to the 
ghastly sights ahead of her, looks on all we’ve wrought with horror. 
The screams became too much, this line of thought was not for me, 
not now, so I broke my gaze at her and focused back on the tourist 
thronged fountain=plaza below, taking another sip of my steaming 
espresso almost at an end that I might calm my buzzing nerves. Upon 
turning, however, I felt the burn of her gaze fixed upon me, a justified 
retaliation for my inexplicably long stare, lost in thought as I was. Her 
saddened eyes bore into my back as I attempted to ignore her rude 
attack on my attention. It was obvious she wished to claim her pound 
of flesh, a reparation of sorts for my stares, by beginning a 
conversation that would in all likelihood peter out into banal 
discussions of the weather and the foul stench of urban decay. She 
took another drag of her cigarette whilst I sipped my steaming 
espresso in a desperate gambit to have an excuse to not look back; she 
kept up her focus as she took a long breath in and out, she was utterly 
relentless, hoping her continued gaze would eventually entice me to 
opening my mouth and vomiting some drivel. In fact the longer she 
stared the more incensed I grew—I cannot stand the desperate 
attempts for connection some people crave when they feel the first 
pangs of solitude in an otherwise crowded mob, when they find 
themselves with just a moment of silent reflection and want to drown 
out the thoughts that plague them, Pascal ever relevant in this age 
he’d be horrified to experience, though perhaps there was no age he 
wouldn’t be horrified to experience, Pascal was not meant to live so 
much as ideate, he was much too sensitive to exist anywhere other 
than the page and in our heads. I thought about paying her (what 


horrid language, this world of buying and selling we’ve constructed!) 
a compliment about her striking dress standing out amongst the grey 
and black drabness of the typical crowd, but at the last breath decided 
to hold off, the last thing she needed was another comment on 
appearance by a man leering over the bannister with his steaming 
espresso in a slowly disintegrating paper cup, better to retire with a 
sense of mystery, leave my visage a question mark in her head, let her 
mind wonder at all the possibilities of what could have been and what 
will never be, the death of possible futures and the hauntings that can 
entail. As I began to ponder at her wondering, losing myself in the 
dark reaches of the labyrinth that constitutes speculative thought, I 
heard the trilling of the bell, unfortunately refracted through a digital 
recoding in a lossy format, analogue now a faux pas. The intermission 
at an end, the herd began to migrate back inside their pen. The 
grinning meat eater with his entourage disappeared into the swaying 
crowd, piles of cash adorning his table like breadcrumbs. I steeled 
myself for the banality of conversation, taking a last sip of my 
espresso before stepping into the flowing school of patron=fish; it 
was not long before I received my first batch of psychic damage. What 
a de=light! shrieked a shrill voice from beyond, every body in masks, 
it’s like Carnevale. Only amongst the atomised, insular class could these 
cloth face coverings be symbols of anything other than mass death—to 
the tune of millions—and societal breakdown, forfeiting any collective 
responsibility in favour of individualising inadequate responses (or 
lack thereof) to a painfully public pandemic, only with this demented 
mass of alienated lunatics do these masks become signifiers of 
«festivity» rather than trauma. It was by luck alone I’d already 
finished my espresso, for I would have surely spilled it in my 
incredulousness at such a callous cry. It took all of my composure to 
keep my feet moving forward and my body from pivoting backwards, 
I focused an inordinate amount of will towards avoiding an all-too- 
physical altercation with the smug fool who had the gall to paint the 
worst year of many’s lives as something akin to a gala held with riches 
looted from the Orient on the ever sinking foundations of St. Mark’s 
Square. It was the mind-numbing ambrosia of another horrid take that 
ultimately distracted me from action. A question of due they speak 
French in Austria? had me content to boil in my own hatred, projecting 
it outward like holy water in a misguided attempt to purify a path 
forward through these monied imbeciles. Eye due hope they 
re=in=state the SALT deduction opined the sacrilegious penny pincher, 
it is shocking, yes, this latest crime wave drooled the troglodyte, Know 
eye haven’t scene Squid Game yet admitted the procrastinator, shameful. 
I did my best to cultivate my anger, moving from outrage at one 
comment to the next so I could just get to the silence of my box 


without laying out an octogenarian. They didn’t even qualify as 
people, I thought holding my no longer steaming and indeed quite 
empty espresso. No, these mindless automatons more resembled NPCs 
choosing from a pre-written basket of conversation as insightful as 
Been to the Cloud District often? or In North Korean they have no word for 
hope, wandering aimlessly through life, falling upwards without a 
modicum of self reflection and professing such a lack of societal 
awareness that the idea of somebody worse off than them because of 
situations beyond their control was entirely incomprehensible to their 
atrophied excuses for «minds». The collective IQ of this god forsaken 
city would raise ten points—and far more I’m sure were the very 
concept of so-called intelligence quotient not created within an 
unending septic pool of phrenology and racial science—were this 
building and all its inhabitants wiped off the face of the earth for the 
stain that we were in the only justified Predator™ drone strike to grace 
this century. It was idiots of the richest calibre who deigned to spend 
a night at the opera, wagering such a sophisticated activity would cloak 
themselves in splendour like the shrill-voiced princess no doubt 
bulldozing her way through another berating tirade, idiots and fools 
like me who forgot that nobody goes to the opera for the show, that 
only the lowest of rubes scrounge up three months of savings to sit in 
a box and watch some Germans yodel for six hours in a pool of their 
own sweat and frustration, that only peons felt shivers when Wagner’s 
strings swelled in nervous staccato to mirror the emotional state of the 
young knight stepping up to the box, that only easy marks were 
enchanted by the pillow feathers gently falling like snow to glittering 
brass in a still alleyway brimming with life just seconds before, that 
only hopeless shut-ins were astounded by the deep tenor of the Night’s 
Watchman and his sombre calls bringing down the curtain of dark as 
they echoed off the walls of the narrow stair=street. These «tax 
paying» citizens could only blabber about the weather and whether 
they’d be getting some after the show, this crowd, this packed, 
sweating, bubbling mass, was and will forever be a disappointment to 
everything opera aspires. The workers who constructed this 
monument to hubris atop stolen land and ruined dreams must have 
been ashamed at the debauchery on display. We have a responsibility 
to the dead generations that built our world, those untold millions 
who perished taming the seas and tying together isolated outposts so 
that I could enjoy this barren Disney World™ the so-called Centre of 
the Universe had become. It was in their memory that this experiment 
should be brought to a close, this haunted structure torn down and the 
earth below it salted with Scipian vigour, this farcical night put to an 
end with fire and blood; we have brought merely shame to their 
illustrious memory of labour nonetheless coerced by the whip of 


starvation. This pathway of feigned vengeance for those who may 
never have existed (my mind was a powerful artificer) sustained me 
long enough to pass through the eye of the glass needle into the 
ostentatious hall trimmed in red, albeit not the red with which I 
dreamed the walls would be painted (peskier to remove that one). The 
crowd loosened to fill the space like water and my proximity to 
conversation atrophied from a loud scream to a delightful murmur, 
just soft enough that making out the words became a matter of 
conscious effort and not passive accident. I forded the bar with all 
sorts of creatures, chief amongst them a boy in an outfit that could 
only be described as a caricature of an au pair ah go err. His gold 
monocle dangling at the side of his caped white-tie dress looked right 
at home in unluckily not-blood red trimming and Art Deco chandeliers 
sparkling in tune but was lost in this sea of mediocre outfitting. I let 
slip a compliment, but it took only his toothy smile for me to regret 
my ill conceived tribute: too happy this one, as if I’d validated his life 
and the choices leading up to this moment—such a reaction to my 
quick compliment was not that of a patron in ironic dress but that of 
an au pair ah go err dreadfully sincere in their all-too-formal attire. I 
was weak, craving social Recognition of an Other by granting it 
myself, as to bestow a gift is to lord over and thereby receive power 
and a claim on the giftee (the chiefs of the Haida with their elaborate 
potlatch knew this well). I had become that which just before I had 
lambasted in disgust, his smile covering me in filth and loathing 
unwanted. I slunked back down the grand staircase, velvet encrusted, 
in the deepest shame. The servant cum-worker bid me hello as she 
opened the door to my antechamber masquerading as a coat room and 
left me in blissful silence amongst the abandoned ad-encrusted 
brochures that littered the burgundy bench. I collected myself in the 
quiet, free from inane chatter I could begin the task of reconstituting 
my Self, pulling at the disparate threads and coiling them back into 
the collective One. No longer the ranting lunatic in solitude scowling 
at passersby and stewing in self hatred, no, I was the quiet au pair ah 
go err, with hushed lips and open eyes, my ears sliding into «active 
listening» as I stepped into my box and made my way towards my 
velvet-covered burgundy chair. Just next to my arm rest lay my 
Einstein-haired seat companion browsing one of those brochures I 
neglected to grab despite its otherworldly calls for mental real estate 
(even the mind becomes a vector for «the market») in a world 
brimming with attention demanding ploys. I gave him a gentle smile 
behind my mask and took my seat, pleased with the award I had doled 
out. He did not look up. I had gotten to the show early, far before the 
orchestra in the pit had even begun to think of tuning their 
instruments, so I cracked open my Drndi¢ or my Calasso or my 


Cărtărescu (I’ve long since forgot), naturally finding myself too 
engrossed in the right= thing to notice his arrival. It was not until my 
first steaming espresso in the slowly-disintegrating paper cup on the 
balcony grabbing the bannister overlooking the decrepit corpse of Ur 
ban re = knew = all we call this concrete square at the end of Act I that I 
took stock of this little man, with his quarter-zip reminiscent of the 
packs of Adderall-riddled college graduates working for those 
institutions dubbed Too Big To Fail and much-too-large glasses ruling 
his snub face. He was leaning against the pole with what I presumed 
to be a Chardonnay deep in conversation with another man, so 
nondescript that I remember nothing other than his presenting gender, 
a man who wanted more than anything to slip away from this clearly 
unhinged rambler and escape his grasp. I leaned in closer—there is 
nothing sweeter than eavesdropping on a conversation you have no 
obligation to participate in, all the pleasure of human interaction and 
the tingling brain feels that go alongside it without any of the psychic 
damage inherent to person-to-person communication, none of the 
disappointment of being unheard or misunderstood. I could stand back 
and let the words wash over me, cloaking myself in the garb of all that 
is discussed without firing a neuron in frustration or vexing a vocal 
chord—a problem if you’re one to swim in the sweet nectar of your 
own melodies, but not something of interest to myself (mercifully). 
The Einstein-haired man took another dignified sip of his Riesling and 
launched into a second assault, catching the uninterested fellow 
unawares and unready for another bout. Yes, its thru the care act her of 
Hans Sachs that Wagner speaks to us, the oud eh hence, at the end of the 
act. Sitting in his judge’s seat, he mulls over the prince’s song, unconvinced 
of its merit but willing to hear it out. When the other meisters scorn his 
«pop you lair» bent, he is thrown out of his head and into battle. It is here, 
another sip for good measure, to draw out the agony of the ensnared 
captive not even granted eye contact, here that Wagner speaks though 
this champ peon of the pee pull. «Art» he cries, he said, must be pub lick or 
it’s knot art et al. If you true lee bee leave in the power of art you must 
Cher it, and something bee loved by the pub lick must true lee be art of the 
highest calibre! I found myself nodding along to these intoxicating 
words pronounced with the highest measure of confidence but quickly 
regained the reins before letting myself fall under the spell of an 
Other. Wagner was no doubt thinking of Die Zauberflöte when he 
composed this scene. Were that he lived to see The Phantom of the 
Opera™ or (god forbid) THE AVENGERS®: Age of Ultron© perhaps he 
would reconsider his ill-fated proclamation. It is of course telling that it 
is Sachs, the meister most in tune with the pee pull, that Wagner chooses as 
his hero, don’t you think? Einstein’s prey, looking over his shoulder in a 
desperate bid for eye contact with what I could only presume was his 


significant other in order to have an excuse to give this dull droner the 
slip, replied absentmindedly in the affirmative, Yes yes the mu sick is 
grate, and that set design? Wow. Crestfallen at this surface-level 
engagement, Einstein retreated to his plastic glass of Sauvignon blanc 
as the simpleton found the opening he was searching for and escaped 
into the crowd. Before I could rescue him from disappointment with 
my elevated conversation my box-mate too floated away in a puff of 
smoke, foreclosing the idea of a mutual exchange and flurry of 
poignant points, connection is impossible in this world anyway. On 
the balcony overlooking the rumblings of an autumn storm above a 
crumbling city choking with unseasonably humid air, alone with my 
steaming espresso, I brooded on the baseness of one who would gush 
over set design at an opera so thematically and musically engaging 
that I fell to the edge of my seat, even leaving my seat entirely, 
standing in anticipation of the next note, I brooded until the hollow 
digital ring of the bell signalled my mad dash to the velvet encrusted 
seat for the second act besides the saddened German cosplayer. I 
turned to him now as the third act loomed in a bid to discuss the 
dreadfully off-beat (perhaps the point?) banging of shoes by Wagner’s 
avatar towards the middle of the prior act, how it may demonstrate 
that choosing between art and labour makes you lacklustre at both 
(Sachs shoes are known to be dreadful, his musical ability less so, as 
seen by the «drumming») but before I could begin spewing my drivel 
the ornate light fixtures—no doubt of crystal extracted from the 
bloodiest strip mines of the DRC—began their ascent towards the 
heavens and the poors inhabiting the upper reaches of this illustrious 
hall. The fading light announced the arrival of the orchestra, taking 
their places in the glowing caldera, ominous signs of eruption flashing. 
With the unfurling of the curtains came a deluge of rapturous 
applause, typically American: we'll clap for anything, we deranged lot 
of free dumb lovers—a landing aeroplane; Darth Vader slaughtering 
cheap stand-ins for Viêt COng; a commuter telling somebody off on 
the bus; overly indulgent meat plate; a leader bravely announcing we 
will not lock down, that millions of lives are now forfeit in the name 
of 3.2% GDP growth in the second quarter. This spontaneous outburst 
of American joy was particularly insidious for being a marker of what 
was to come rather than what already was. Forget «deserved» applause 
—this was applause levied without cause, anticipatory clapping 
lobbed onstage to those who had done nothing other than continue to 
exist, the kind of applause that functions as another marker in this 
doomed community, of those «in the know», those who understand 
what’s to come. They have the prescience to see that what will happen 
in Act III is worthy of their applause, so they rush to laud it over 
others that they already approve, so savvy are they in their operatic 


knowledge that they need not even watch the petty happenings of Act 
III to «know» it’s worth their seldom given applause. Watch and feel 
envy at these gods of the Met clapping for what is to come while the 
plebs remain tied to the linear flow of time and withhold their 
approval until actually experiencing the event (perhaps). To my 
disappointment even my friend sat next to me indulged in this 
maddening exercise with his pathetic excuse for clapping, even the 
most «refined» are not free from the social mores of this 
prison =island, the crowd roared like the thunder threatening outside 
the hall, I felt a chasm open at my feet as I tripped into the decrepit 
hovel of bourgeois respectability. Individually the clap was as delicate 
as a pair of opera spectacles, but the power of crowds is immense, and 
together these delicate claps combined into a monster, a kaiju that 
would swallow up the entire city in a dizzying display of premature 
fawning, an inescapable mass that no covered ear could defeat. The 
applause was not only all around me but inside me, the vibrations of 
all the clappers penetrating every pore, my chest thumping in a 
rhythm so regular a sandworm was surely on its way (although their 
razor-teeth lined mouth was not large enough to consume the whole 
amphitheatre and put an end to this farce). Each clap was a laugh— 
Einstein, the monocled charlatan, the polka-dotted doomer, the portly 
princess, each belting out a chuckle at the lonely boy who refused to 
applaud in this sick game, I felt their faces in circles around my seated 
form, now standing, an ovation for existence, their pearly whites 
magnifying the light reflected from the crystal lamps dripping with 
not velvet but blood, the stage quaking in a cacophony of revelry 
without cause. So this is how democracy dies, huh? I excised that 
Queen—well, Senator now (or is she dead of a broken heart?)—from 
my thoughts, indignant that the profane world dare weasel its way 
into this sacred hall which I had yes unjustly (perhaps a little justly) 
derided as sick and demented but still contains the Gesammtkunstwerk 
and must be afforded some respect, the only thing left to pierce 
through the thick melancholy that is life in late capitalist hegemonic 
decline. Just as the storm reached its apogee, just as Zeus himself gave 
warning to strike the chamber in anger, it stopped as suddenly as it 
began. Blissful silence, divine quiet, dappled light, dawn no doubt, 
spread over the stage like a parasite, stretching to the furthest corners 
and eating up the dark with the fervour of a screaming band of 
Cossacks under Stenka Razin, set forth under orders only to topple the 
established order. It was dawn, a rising sun greeting a sleepless Sachs 
alone in his workshop, the dawn of a new day, new possibilities, but I 
knew it was only a dream inside this nightmare of ours. No light 
reached us here, it was twilight over the imperium, the owl of 
Minerva having long since flown. The road narrowed, possibilities 


decreasing, regret piling, only the Long Night remained. It was 
«madness», he sing =sighed, madness he was wrestling with, madness 
all over his city, his world, that moved things forward, madness that 
endangered his idyllic existence. It was madness to raid the Winter 
Palace, madness to proclaim liberté, égalité, fraternité, madness to strike 
at the very heart of our demented dream with a Free Breakfast 
Program and .357 Magnums on the statehouse steps, and yet it was 
done. Through the dialectic of madness the world twirls towards 
perfection, Absolute Knowledge (SA), Candide’s best of all possible 
worlds. That’s the story, anyway. Perhaps we’ve taken a wrong twirl 
(look around), all madness has been cast out of this maddening hall, 
too dangerous, uncouth. In this maddening hall nothing happens 
except for actors on the stage, the end of history is here, the dialectic 
of madness has been halted. To see this world as mad is branded 
madness itself, and thereby cast out in this world consumed by 
madness, unready to speak its own name. The Golden Bull laughs at 
the dying people, a way of life that will burn, a warming world 
churning out ever increasing piles of kindling that without a few 
controlled burns is all going up. There’s no place for madness 
anymore. In the slick and barren homes of a ruling class enamoured 
with «minimalist living» there’s no nook for madness to hide, no 
cranny to attach itself to. Like the social relations that populate our no 
such thing as society there’s nothing for madness to hold on to, and 
therefore it slides away into the unforgiving ether, lost to the morning 
fog and the realm of spectres religiously kept at bay by the rationalist 
mumblings of bleary-eyed executives too high to see the fog outside 
their massive glass windows. Sachs shouts that nowhere is better than 
his peaceful Nürnberg, teaming with independent artisans turned 
artists and the best of the nascent German spirit. Sachs does not see 
that he is enmeshed in autumn, that glorious turning of the leaves. It 
is in the splendour of fall that the harvest is reaped, all that follows is 
cold and death. Just out of frame (for indeed all life is a movie we are 
condemned to watch) lies Nürnberg in flames. Sachs’ precious 
workshop, churning out ill fitting shoes made by the hands of a 
distracted craftsman, the most ill fitting in all the city as he himself 
claimed, lays in ruins within the hollowed out metropolis, now a 
converted armoury for the hordes of Swedes and heretics who would 
defy Pope and Emperor. The decimation of the imperial heartland and 
millions dead, all for that curse of Westphalian statehood, carte 
blanche for our glorious betters to terrorise and arbitrate unimpeded. 
It would not be long before Sachs’ selfsame meistersinger artisans were 
stripped of their means of production and thrown into the throngs of 
the just-proletarianised masses bid, under threat of starvation, to the 
unholy house of wage work, a process put in motion at the hands of 


mad merchants of the Po capitalising on the rich spigot-turned-torrent 
by the newly minted Khan. When the fires are finally doused and the 
craftsmen lay penniless an even more nefarious image creeps in, 
grafting on to Sachs=Wagner’s mythic lionisation of that idyllic 
German town, banners in red lining the streets, red-white-black, 
chanting masses and great rallies and Sieg Heils reverberating from 
rooftop to rooftop as a new imperium, free from Pope and Emperor 
both, is raised atop the ashes of the old. The parade grounds soon 
replaced by gallows, hopelessly small gallows, they would need a city 
of gallows to wake from that nightmare, a nightmare smothered in the 
East but invited back into the place of privilege by a West who hoped 
to use them, the monsters of the nightmare, against the «Asiatic 
hordes» that threatened an end to their revelry. Their gamble has paid 
off for now, but the bill comes due sooner or later—always twirling, 
the spectre waits in the wings; so long as the party rages its patrons 
cannot excise the ghost, even the most rambunctious of nights must 
contend with the dawn, the dawn that here has long since passed the 
idyllic stomping ground of «National Socialists» by with the turning of 
the day. We found ourselves on the parade grounds outside the city 
gates, the morning dew giving way to clear blue skies and springtime 
sun. After that farcical display of attempted plagiarism by the 
dastardly Beckmesser, a poor stand-in for the villainous Jews that 
pepper Wagner’s anti-Semitic oeuvre, came the leitmotif of the prince, 
those Wagnerian earworms he unleashed upon the world that now 
adorn car commercials and summer blockbusters alike. The mad 
«creative» who assigned a fast food character their own leitmotif is 
burning in the fires of hell, af L4 òl. A not-insignificant portion of my 
mind’s CPU was dedicated to processing and identifying these 
corporate themes, all coming back to the pen of this German meister, 
an accidental source, a chief architect of the demonic snorts which 
colour modern life. It becomes hard to appreciate his innovative 
power, knowing what ends it will go on to support, perhaps Wagner 
would have hung up his hat had he the foresight to perceive his chief 
disciples would be professional wrestling and the marketing industry, 
or perhaps he too would enjoy the snap/crackle/pop of Rice Krispies® 
and the low prices of Nationwide™ (on your side) enough to remain at 
peace in the churning world he helped to conjure. Would the intense 
jolt of flavour in a Flamin’ Hot Cheeto™ send him to the domain of 
Wotan (or at least the suburbs of Flavortown®), would he ever 
compose Tristan und Isolde amid the clamour of Chat Roulette™ and 
Maple Story®, let alone the endlessly scrolling timelines of «Web 
2.0»? The quiet of the knight’s subtle song swept away these cobwebs 
by demanding my attention. His regal form lent power to his words, 
despite my misgivings against nobility and birthright, we all crave for 


betters, for the «rightful» king to rally behind. Any excuse to avoid 
looking inward for fear of what may look back, the same impulse that 
sets us loose on a insatiable journey through the five dreadfully 
similar sites the web has crumbled into, the very same bollard that 
would serve to divert the Bayreuth-bound writer into an infinite 
regress of big boo bed airy inn porn-click-regret-cmd +w, the very same 
impulse that presently burned inside my left jacket pocket 
precariously close to perhaps the only more vital organ I possessed. It 
was only the promised social ire I would draw from my scatter-haired 
friend that kept me from unveiling my phone, demiurge bless him. 
The spiders work quickly. They’ve caught another worm as the prince 
reasserts himself, winner of all he desired, even convincing the 
stodged council of his artistic merit, so on a high that he scandalously 
rejects the title and membership of the ageing guild. What right have 
they, that misguided cult who scorned his innovations out of a 
cocktail of jealousy and fear, to now bind and coronate his 
achievement? The bestowing of an award (of Maussian vintage no 
less) is an exercise in power, to give is to bind, to show you are above 
the receiver for you are so overflowing with grandeur that you may 
decorate another. The potlatch exudes majesty, conveys a sense of 
superiority. To submit to judgement and let others evaluate your work 
is to admit they have standing to judge, possess the height to look 
down on your meagre offering and determine if it’s up to snuff or just 
another scrap for the trash heap. To accept the award is to remain 
forever in the power and debt of the ones who award, the ones who 
can and do give, as one Austrian put it you let them piss all over you 
until you’re dripping. It was no surprise that it was the noble who 
intuitively understood this power structure, for it was this nobility 
who bestowed titles and prestige on the insatiable bourgeoisie, 
obsessed with transcending their class and ascending to the land-tied 
aristocracy lazily wasting away in their chateaus. Indeed, it was the 
foreclosing of this option to the bourgeoisie that signalled the 
beginning of a new, deadlier phase of capital accumulation that 
birthed the ruined world before us, as even the capitalists became 
enthralled to the mechanisms of profit accumulation and the stern 
hand, Invisible as always, of the market. The nobles had no money but 
the power of the Gift, and therein lay their strength, only the nobles 
put on airs of bestowing—it would take their smashing at the hands of 
the Great War for the bourgeoisie to learn their secrets. Now more 
than ever the award is an ugly thing. It was Camus the coward who 
accepted Adolphus’ honours, the «rebel» who abhorred violence and 
wished the pied noir could find some way to remain in the land they 
stole, Camus who acceded to that social fascist «utopia», into that 
ghastly ornate hall he came slouching to most humbly accept the 


approval of a council that only served to further his debasement. It 
was Sartre who rejected the award of that sorry group, the one who 
took to the loudspeaker in 1968, who most vainly attempted to unite 
the temple of infinite violence with the existential dilemma, who 
knew the settlers must burn, only he had the courage to forsake those 
wintered depressives and stand on his own behind his works, 
confident or at least uncaringly expectant that his writing spoke for 
itself. Sartre did what the knight cannot, he scorned tradition and 
sidestepped the potlatch despite his numerous other failures, his sex 
pest tendencies and his unforgivable crime of being «French». The 
knight, ensnared in feudal realism, cannot imagine a world outside the 
bestowing of titles and relents to the meisters, he won the hand of the 
girl, the adoration of the crowd, the place of honour in that Nazi 
stronghold, all for the cost of his soul he believed he did not have, all 
it cost was all of him. Delighted with this turn of events, 
Wagner = Sachs retook the proverbial microphone, which thankfully 
this opera hall had decided to exclude from its soundscaped walls, and 
began to extort in perfect clearness that we must always trust the 
German masters, that if doom was to come it would be at the hands of 
foreigners, the meisters were to be relied upon to save Germany from 
the Other. With the benefit of hindsight Wagner knew Sachs was right 
—the city burns with kindling from Stockholm and Wien, not Berlin or 
Hamburg—but he lacked the foresight to know it was those selfsame 
masters who would cleave his beloved Germany into two and forfeit 
its Prussian holdings after taking the methods of the Americans and 
applying them to the one region «off limits» for colonial genocide. 
Although those who rumble that a fourth Reich slithers its way into 
Brussels may not be entirely out of their minds, the dream of a 
German imperium as of now lay in defeat upon the ruins of 
crownlands of House Hohenzollern. Alas, the masters of the universe 
still lead us to ruin, it was at their hand that we summoned the great 
spectre of steam power, by their decree that the air is now thick with 
our collective carbon =sin. It was not a pesky brown-skinned trickster 
who brought about the destruction of our world but a smoke filled 
room of the most «respectable» men in the Empire, the masters who 
banished madness and stole the fire of the world only to watch it 
descend into fire once more. Now just prisoners and slaves are left to 
fight the burning, our betters too focused on escape to the stars or into 
their virtual worlds. If the Great Filter is not late capitalism the rest of 
the universe is fucked anyway, so let the sycophantic freaks have it, 
let them rule over a cold vacuum (other than their own hearts) and 
export all the worst of this parasitic species to the further uninhabited 
reaches of the Milky Way, they’ll never be able to outrun the ghosts 
they’ve conjured forth, the guillotine may require gravity but I’m sure 


we can make due—as they’re fond of saying we’re an adaptable 
species. The unbridled roaring of applause, impossible in the silent 
vacuum of interstellar space, brought me back to the red upholstered 
seat, although all I saw were the boisterous chants of the crowd as the 
Red November in Central Park so unceremoniously stolen from our 
promised future proceeds apace, the Ramble running red, the people 
running red, under the red sun of a new dawn. The blood was alas a 
curtain now obscuring the stage as I realised I was the only one still in 
that aforementioned red upholstered seat, the belches of bravooooooh 
from next to me all the excuse I needed to plot my escape. I already 
knew how this rig-a-ma-roll would play out, we applaud likes beasts 
to an empty stage, slowly populated by bowing minor then major 
figures, our hands growing tired but not enough to dare stopping and 
become one of Them, we outdo one another in our «appreciation» of 
this Gesmatkunstwerk by upping the ante, louder applause, the bravos, 
standing, crying, flailing, flagellation, autoaffection, autofellatio, etc. I 
needn’t see this pageantry. Gesantkunstwerk, yes, undeniably so, but all 
Wagner had done was stoke my rage like coals into the heart of a 
locomotive, hot to the touch and ready to Consume like the hordes of 
Funko Pop™ buyers who deluded themselves into believing their 
purchasing habits constituted a personality. I had to leave here, the 
walls closing in with mocking laughter and applause of the 
automatons, circling, circling, liable to combust via contact with my 
burning flesh. My mask became a cage, glasses fogging as they 
erupted again, drowning the blood red sea with adulation and praise, 
without any slave boy whispering memento mori in their ears, that this 
life too is only temporary, a dream we’ve dreamt together and fated to 
end sooner than you’d like, autumn coming when youw’re not yet done 
if it comes at all thanks to their handiwork, it’s own Lee three degrees. 
They did not need my praise to know what they’d done, birthing this 
Gesmatkunstwerk that would see the whole city burning like my soul; I 
felt as if I was unworthy to praise something I could not do, I was not 
the tribal chief who gave the gift for I had no power to wield, no 
speaking stick to hold, like an imposter about to be exposed I grabbed 
my jacket and absconded to the quiet of the coat room to prepare for 
the throngs of opera-goers vying for a spot on the first 1 train 
downtown to Penn or Port Authority, to escape over the bridges and 
through the tunnels to their fortressed hidey-holes in the suburban 
malaise that spread across the Delaware River Valley like an 
unstoppable grey goo of mediocrity and interchanges. Perhaps plague 
rats was more apt a comparison I thought as I bid the door to the 
lobby open, befouling the relatively pure air (if one can call it that in 
this age of carbon and pandemic) of the private coat room before 
stepping out into the stench of rotting «human». I kept my eyes affixed 


firmly on the floor so that I might avoid the gaze of the 
usher=servants and be intimidated into that awful dance of feigned 
thanks and forfeit more time to the cult of decorum. There were only 
a few people mulling about I perceived in my intentional floor-focused 
exile, less than ld dared hope. The cramped lobby opened into the 
Grand staircase leading down to the plaza, the diamond chandeliers 
above the stairway dripping with Congolese blood. It dripped and 
dripped and none paid it any mind, the family to my left cradling a 
baby put to sleep by Wagner’s almost atonal noodling—what kind of 
insane creature brings a child to the opera, let alone one of the longest 
in the canon?!—managed to avoid slipping in the pool, now river, of 
flowing blood gushing down the once carpeted winding staircase out 
into the concrete brutalism of the piazza below, the din of the 
alighting crowd merging with the roaring waters from the river of red 
running into the city centre to a volume where my own thoughts were 
just barely perceptible, and yet not one of the ugly mugs I could make 
out betrayed the slightest bit of concern. In fact it was almost as if 
they were pleased with themselves for navigating the dangerous fords 
of the blood=river Congo without a show of concern, happy to lord 
over me their ability to stay calm and «normal» in the face of 
catastrophe as they contemplated the look on my visage while I 
descended further and further down the widening chasm of disbelief. I 
took my steps carefully as I descended the waterfall into the red sea of 
the ground floor, not wanting to muck up my Norwegian split toes I 
was so fond of with the inconvenient blood of an unfortunate 
inhabitant of the Global South. I detested this heavy handed metaphor 
Pd cooked up for myself, knowing it was all a vision of my image- 
prone mind (television, the great devourer of imagination) whilst not 
being able to turn it off like a graphics setting, repulsed that I could 
not escape visualising the contours of my own brain as nothing more 
than a vulgar menu from a 2000s era FPS populated with the violence 
of text, when my phone so rudely decided to interrupt this self 
loathing as I descended the red velvet carpet stairs by sending out one 
of its near constant phantom vibrations, the comprehension of which 
made me twitch like an acolyte who spoke in tongues and had just felt 
the hand of his Christ on his shoulder. Although my conscious mind 
knew that my phone was on silent, that it was not the case that rd 
accidentally switched to vibrate during the delicate season when the 
disembodied voice that absolutely did not remind me of a dystopian 
novel mentioned far too often commanded me to rid the sacred hall of 
«interruptions», that nobody wanted my urgent conversation on pain 
of death, that even if that were the case it would never notify me 
thanks to my fruitless attempts at disabling push notifications in a 
Sisyphean manoeuvre to steal back the attention so violently robbed 


from my personage by the lizard minded «bros» in that wildfire ridden 
cultural wasteland. Like the thrall that I was I revealed the madness- 
infused looking glass from my inner coat pocket and turned on the 
notification-less screen, a stark contrast to the blood=river running 
just below its frame. Nothing, as expected. I cursed under my breath, 
not that I really cared if the baby who’d just been mentally assaulted 
with five hours of proto-German nationalism heard my innocent 
speech, and slid the phone back into my pocket, reeling from the self- 
inflicted psychic damage as I sped down the ever narrowing stairs and 
through the open glass doors of this doomed concert hall, out into the 
crowd of tourists milling about an unremarkable fountain that they 
nonetheless persist in capturing on virtual film and «posting» just now 
about to be overwhelmed with a torrent of red, under ardent threat of 
rain and thunder approaching from the west. I ripped off the stifling 
mask and took a breath of the city air; vile as it was it provided a 
deeper tonic than the stagnant excuse for oxygen pumped into that 
decaying mausoleum. The belching fumes of the honking beasts were 
unmistakable—truly I was back in the realm of cagers, those monsters 
to whom we’ve surrendered our metropolis, our lives, our atmosphere, 
our minds, our peace, tying ourselves ever closer to Detroit, even if 
this metonymy no longer represented that rust belt ruin so much as 
the industry that made it and ironically paved the road to its ruined 
status, indeed all roads lead to ruin when run roughshod over by the 
beasts and their drivers. It was in the dying forests of the Hudson 
Valley, where the chorus of oaks is loudest and their citadels stand tall 
with sifted light, that the trees revealed to me the true nature of these 
traps we’ve built for ourselves. Sitting on the mountainside atop the 
leaf-drenched riverbed came the roaring of demons who so rudely 
deigned to interrupt our parliament, standing in the death-stenched 
autumnal air of this urban plaza polluted by the generational sediment 
of carbon=sin I was reminded of the falling leaves, their crinkling 
drowned out by the orcs crawling up the mountainside, cackling their 
ear-shattering laughs, the beasts who would tear down the gates of my 
parliament for what they have the gall to label a «joyride». The 
roaring grew louder, the riverbed a perfect track, and yet I did not 
move. I stood firm—no longer would the oaks and their spindly pine 
peons surrender to the iron menace! Clad in black, their appearance in 
the flesh portended the ruin I see in every building and every piece of 
cloth. When my mind returned to me, when I could once more hear 
the delightful din of my trunked comrades sans the mashing of engine 
and metal, they revealed in their gentle insight the nature of the 
monsters who narrowly avoided my prostrate form. It was truly the 
beasts who drove the men, the machines contorting the desires of 
their masters to ride, buy gas, devote their weekend to the crude 


operation of metal. They had swallowed up our world and still wanted 
more, not content to abide by the roadways they’d lobbied for and the 
urban spaces they’d devoured, but now coming even for the idyllic 
patches of rural life kept in stasis for leaf-starved city captives like 
myself, to replace the underbrush and dirt with pot holes and tarmac. 
Here they were, knocking on the demesne of the guardians of the 
wood, and they would not stop their knocking until each and every 
tree had been knocked over and paved, I understood in this moment 
that there could be no peace between tree and machine = men, so long 
as those machines drove men to carry out their bidding; enslaved by 
their creation, the cagers honking down the oakless avenue viewed 
reality through the lens of their windshield, freedom being a negative 
good—the freedom to belch and run over, to store their steel 
automatons on streets and sidewalks both, the freedom to stare aghast 
that one who would bike could dare to invade the sacred courtyard of 
the car. Down the pavement in their dozens the beasts rattled, and 
rather than the beach I wished for a landmine, a glorious fireball to 
relieve the madness from which Sachs lived in fear, the feeling 
banished to the sidelines and ironically stoked only in the 
soundproofed walls of the mobile couch-carrying cages the 
bourgeoisie in Detroit had confined all of humanity inside. Well, not 
all of us yet, I thought in the concrete plaza scandalously devoid of 
trees under a thunderous sky, time now to get in from the promised 
rainstorm, I mused in my frenzied state, almost running between the 
dilly-dallying crowd of parasites swarming towards the 1 train, my 1 
train down to the bowels of the earth under the Garden that displaced 
a house of glass, the labyrinth we enter like scurrying rats rather the 
gods we aspire to be, aspire being the operative word as the sorry 
mass I was beating out towards that sweltering platform could hardly 
profess aspirations of divinity. I recalled the days of smooth 
confidence and the perfect slide of a Metrocard® through the finicky 
turnstile that tripped up many a visitor, adding to my glory as I 
completed my perfect slide whilst they stood mouths agape at the gate 
to the underground, a zombified horde swiping and failing to secure 
access to the hallowed grounds of transit workers, the machines crying 
out in frustrated agony PLEASE SWIPE AGAIN as I slipped my supple 
Il Micio© wallet back inside the inner pocket of my Camoshita™ cloak, 
secure in my superiority over a rabble that yes aspired to the Godhead 
but could not realise that the goal they sought lay before their bleary 
eyes. No longer, with the rollout of the appropriately named OMNY™, 
did the labyrinth forbid the unworthy: rather than a flimsy card of 
plastic and skilled swiping it required only a phone, rather than 
reward the practiced artisan it dealt out its judgements by sortition, 
flashing red for reasons beyond the comprehension of wearied 


travelers and frantic tourists alike, rather than the supple artistry of 
the best shoemaker in Florence I was subject to the cold embrace of 
my portal of misery, assembled in the nameless factories of Shenzhen 
but Designed in California®, each swipe and stream capable of snuffing 
out life by installment, transporting my mind to the sweaty mines of 
Mars=musk where the cobalt and lithium powering the death 
machines were extracted from the bleeding Earth by eleven year old 
eyes that had seen too much, electrical components of Rare Earth 
Metals served up to my insatiable appetite from the still beating 
corpse of Mao’s dream, these days showing just enough animation that 
I may avoid blushing were I to venture the madness capable of ending 
the nightmare lay only inside those now-opened veins, waiting for the 
right flash of Juche necromancy to be unleashed on the world who 
will once more discover where the true source of power lies. The 
playing field leveled, the godhead carved up and handed out to 
passersby who knew not what they were given, so long as the petite 
morts cackling inside of coat pockets were ceded another task once 
entrusted to flesh and blood, another aspect of our soul carved up and 
gifted to the machines that now drove us, gazing upon the ruin that 
was my mind and yet still smiling, I knew with each offering I was 
granted another chance to glimpse the Althing and hear the song of 
mankind in all its chaotic glory, albeit refracted through the tiny glass 
of my metal master running over the invisible strings of T-Mobile®‘s 
transparent empire up and into the towers that talk, or rather 
mumble, to the sky above and argue with their cousins in every 
cardinal direction, shouting as they were over the steady churning of 
sprawling data centers below, the wheel of tribute turning in tandem 
to the rhythm of cat videos and teenaged thirst traps, each megabyte 
strewn across this vast network causing an infinitesimal turn of the 
selfsame wheel, the wheel of artificial animation that must be kept 
turning lest the infinite spigot of bread and circuses that keep life oiled 
in the metropole come up empty, lest the edifice of the driving of men 
by machine so carefully constructed comes tumbling down at the 
seams and lays bare the desert of the real lying just beneath the map 
we've unfurled over and around that now-barren plain. The light of 
my portal transfixed my greedy eyes until it once again found its 
home inside my jacket pocket and I stood amidst a bustling crowd on 
the narrow subway platform of crumbling concrete, blowing my 
breath beneath my mask into balls of steam in the cold nighttime air. 
Between the puffs of lung shivers I heard the gentle playing of the 
most reliable man in the Western hemisphere, each night and each 
hour calibrating his music to match the performance just completed, 
part of the cult of co-opting like the hawkers selling Mets® 
memorabilia in the brutalist concrete wastes bordering Citi® Field (a 


name which continued to damage my already unhinged mind, a name 
which conjured up images of all too confident bankers crying on their 
Nokia™s in the red reflections of their screens, a reminder that the 
very physical assets of our world, the last bastions of joy and 
community left to a lowly resident of the so-called Global North have 
been snatched up by megacorps and lizard men) or the hot dog vendor 
with the steel-laden ears able to endure hours of 100 gecs through his 
decaying Bluetooth speakers that by magic alone resurrected from the 
wastes of Götaland obeyed his, or rather «the market’s», listening 
whims, this most reliable man was blaring out Wagner on his 
saxophone to fill the chilly corners of the station and roll the dice that 
some boomer would take pity on his practice and bestow upon his 
unworthy form the ultimate gift of forgotten coins from those who still 
paid tribute to the realm of cash. His unfortunate choice of tonight’s 
entertainment was Wagner’s driving brass to the ride of those women 
of Valhalla, reigning death upon the Vietnamese fighters who dared to 
stand and fell the Evil Empire, taunting the beast like bright Fingolfin 
toying with the Enemy five times his size but with a far greater prize 
than glory for the Noldor, albeit at tremendous cost, a whole 
generation of starry eyed dreamers just to stop another imaginary 
domino falling in the deranged game of realpolitik conjured up by the 
bored pencil pushers in that fortress daring to host one side greater 
than Satan’s mark, more concerned about their next wine-and-dine 
meal by the bidders of the contract for the sixth generation flying 
boondoggle of death than the «lives» lost in their quest for a fully 
funded pension. Still that machine dithered away unrelenting, 
unscathed and in fact strengthened by the shocking return of 
Foucault’s boomerang, churning out its main battle tank=work 
programs and outdated laser defence system = vapourwares sure to fail 
at the sight of a Dongfeng-41 missile or group of $11 commercial 
drones with ammonium nitrate strapped to their underbellies, indeed 
already proven to fail when run up against farmers who raid a base 
and slip back into their villages to sip tea by the morning light, 
shepherds who kneel on their prayer mats for a drone strike to sell the 
scrap metal scattered round the impact site. Even now the Greater 
Satan working group sent out those boondoggles on farcical missions 
of lethal aid, keeping the pension guzzlers in business by conjuring up 
more militants to kill in future conflicts by means of blowing up 
wedding parties in Yemen; slamming their boondoggles into the sides 
of aircraft carriers in the South China Sea to serve a pathetic attempt 
at demonstrating strength; enforcing no-fly zones with the complex 
self-directing boondoggles that hum like wasps, no-fly zones that 
devolve into no-eat zones; all the while dreaming up progressively 
more elaborate boondoggles to burn cash at an always increasing rate. 


The saxophone (how’s that metonymy for you, the commodity fetish 
encompassing personhood) attempted to rise above the din of the 
comatose concert-goers and screeching rail sliding into the station but 
all I heard in every blast were the cries of Abu Ghraib inmates and the 
laughs at the 2006 Northrop Grumman® board meeting congealing 
together into an unholy cacophony, the kind of madness both Wagner 
and I would do anything to avoid, the particular stain of madness that 
had so effortlessly infected our world, the type of madness whose cure 
lay not in masks and distance but frigid steel and very close proximity 
to a sturdy brick wall in the nighttime frost, followed by the muffled 
sounds of finality. The train arrived unnoticed to my raving eyes like 
an ICBM creeping its way over the pole and slipping through the 
NORAD radar nets to bring salvation to a people who had long since 
stopped believing in the concept. I fell through the sliding doors as the 
horde pushed into the open car like oxygen rushing to fill a vacuum 
with callous disregard for the disembarking passengers attempting to 
weave through the mass, alas with no seat, whether orange or yellow 
or nestled horizontally next to all others near the window, laying open 
to me. Condemned to stand I knew I would again be tempted by the 
whisperer in my coat, so it was with great relief I found our car 
pulling out of the crowded station and into the signalless hyperlanes 
in the Land Between. This dark world, unconnected to the cries of the 
web and my boss, would not lay in the dark for much longer, the 
sacred silence of the moving train severed from the tendrils that the 
Bell Telephone Company™ remnants sent ever outwards was a 
contract destined to be breached as the horde cried out for tastier 
bread, bloodier circuses. Every zone of silence must be uprooted and 
filled with the cries of anguish that are then subsequently drowned 
out by a deluge of reaction videos to videos of folks suffering that 
selfsame anguish, the emotion itself sanitised and played back to us 
through the lens of another so that all we have to do is consume 
rather than feel; without a noisy world we hear only the screams of 
our interior lives calling out that wrong life cannot be lived rightly, an 
unacceptable state of affairs for a consumer society predicated on 
frictionless purchases and fleeting rages. We must overwhelm this 
internal beast with roars from without, smother our monsters in their 
cradles with the help of the collective monster we have cultivated, 
monsters that circle the globe under the guise of «culture». Looking 
around indeed I saw the aimless refreshing of pages that would not 
load, the deadened stares of souls whose fire had long been 
extinguished, a lowly tarnished, an ashen one, cast adrift in a world 
shattered in the years gone by. And yet, I envied these shades, for in 
their thralldom they were free. They did not fret each time they 
fingered the smooth contours of their portals, suffered no psychic 


damage at the long chain of misery they conjured with each tap, felt 
only joy at the cat videos on their screen kept bright by that ever 
rotating Wheel, temptation never a watchword on their lips for they 
were never tempted—the phone became a way of life, the very 
essence of their being. Can one be tempted by life itself? We lived in 
different worlds, them and I, for even if I gave in to the smiling ladies 
gazing out at Monet’s summer sea that adorned my «home screen», a 
wretched phrase, I would not feel the balm of comfort on offer, I could 
never step into their Elysian fields no matter how many times I 
crossed the Styx, they smiled and scrolled despite my scowls. Were 
they not in that intangible paradise closed to me I knew their cackles 
would fill up the train, but they saved all their outbursts for the emoji 
exchanged amongst themselves, their emotions offered a la carte with 
the tap of a finger. In a jealous scramble I attempted to break down 
the shuttered gates, but the scorn of the ladies below a blank 
notification pane quickly gave notice of that impossibility. I slid my 
phone back into my pocket more distraught than when I brought it 
forth and gazed into the rat infested darkness. Growing bored with the 
void and perhaps a little anxious of the creatures lurking within, I let 
my gaze settle on the denizens of Hades pressed against me. It was 
obvious which shades had emerged from that accurséd mead hall who 
were falling even now towards their fortified hives and which shades 
had been previously inhabiting this train, hailing from the unknown 
wastes of an ungentrified Harlem and the lands beyond, haunted by 
the endless thumping of Dominican techno beats and cookout smog. 
Something of a reversal was on display in this train car. The proud 
striders of the waking world, the bankers and tech bros clad in 
Patagonia™ quarter zips and AirPods Pros®, were hunched over, 
almost cowering into their phones, as if they could whisk themselves 
away into Zuckerberg’s virtual playground by sheer force of will and 
escape this uncomfortable situation they’d found themselves in. They 
knew, despite sovereignty over all the light touches, that here, where 
light was but a foolish dream, was the home of the homeless and the 
underemployed, the den of the Other, the unwashed masses begging 
for a free swipe, the union of all those whose surplus value the 
Patagonia™ parasites sucked and gobbled on, the real workers who 
kept the princely masters afloat with deliveries and rides. The trains 
were Theirs, and They knew it. Behind me, a group of girls cackled as 
they eyed an older fur-covered couple on the sly, exalting in the 
power this normally feeble and insignificant trio wielded in such 
environs over their betters. A man, perhaps homeless, perhaps an 
addict of the CIA sponsored opiates flooding in from the boondoggle 
lands, perhaps just tired, stoically blasted monotonously uninspired 
trap from his $8 Bluetooth speaker, much to the dismay of the 


cashmere-clad family seated next to him who knew that despite their 
cries the lazy pigs would do nothing to make the vile noises stop, for, 
unlike the «officers» in their suburban enclave, the richest gang in 
New York, the fifth largest standing army on Allah’s green earth, did 
not even pretend to Serve nor Protect. They would not intervene in 
this upside-down revelry, for they too feared the power of the masses 
and the boon it drew from the third rail. The opera-goers would slink 
back to their airy mansions and lament that the city had gone to shit, 
that it’s just garbage and lawlessness, all because some poor 
proletariat penny-pincher dared to look them in the eye without a 
drop of deference. The screeching brakes of the train as we 
approached 59th Street Columbus Circle blended together with the 
high pitched concentrated disapproval of the SUV enthusiasts into a 
nasty aria, one that my teenaged compatriots could blot out with their 
cackles and trap but one that burrowed its way into my tinnitus 
infested eardrums. I wanted to vomit projectile-like as the air became 
foul with the noxious fumes of class hatred gone in the wrong 
direction altogether, in that moment I hated those sycophants who in 
the city planning committees and Zoom® rooms and NextDoor™ 
message boards had writhed their hands about the childreeen while 
condemning scores of less-worthy children—not theirs, mainly—to 
death for the crime of playing with a toy or crossing the street or 
eating a pack of Skittles®. I wanted to introduce their freakishly white 
teeth to my rifle, smash their hair plugged skulls against the raised 
yellow bumps of the Columbus Street platform until the whole 
underground stunk of electrified carnage, gouge their piercing eyes 
out to the beat of the thumping 808s from inside the daemon of 
Harald Gormsson. I had not the self assured strength of the destitute 
and the young who littered the train car, only the rage of a member of 
the labour aristocracy who wanted nothing more than the liquidation 
of everything presently existing. My hands shook into fists as I 
controlled my sharp breaths filtered through the KN95 that I trusted 
to hold back the infections lurking beyond and escaped into the 
stagnant air of the platform; no longer could I remain in such close 
proximity to the flippant monsters who collectively sacrificed our 
autumns in order to spend a week at some cookie cutter all-inclusive 
resort that serves incredibly blaisé chai knees stir fry as a «premiere» 
meal option (for our Gold Plus Members™) and requires you to reserve 
a chair on the beach to sit and ponder the plastic-suffocated seas lest 
you face the wrath of a nihilistic general manager long since gelded 
by an abstract compulsion for self improvement. I decided I’'d walk the 
rest of the way to the Garden—better to spend my waking hours 
amongst machines who wished for my death than wo/men who did 
not acknowledge their fellow wo/men as anything other than 


obstacles and smelly refuse, wo/men who did not have the courage to 
admit that their very way of life was predicated on death, the scale of 
which those tree-hungering wheel cancers could never match. I would 
not be choked by my hatred for the machines as they, the machines, 
already knew I hated them, and therein lay a mutual respect. With 
wo/men, they reach out, want me to «understand» where they’re 
coming from, wee Kant all bee bad, can wee? Hideous beasts. The 
stagnant firmament filled with monied fear was replaced by the 
unmistakable scent of The Hustle as I regained my composure amidst 
the squabbling crowd. It seeped into my nostrils just as it did into the 
well-soaked concrete pillars silently crying into the fading twilight. 
The air had a hint of failed housing lottery applications, the cultivated 
sadness of touch-starved pensioners making their way downtown and 
beyond, into the land below Prospect Park where the Midwesterners 
would be hesitant to label with the name Brooklyn, in their mind’s eye 
a safe place of bike paths and brownstones, Whole Foods® and 
boutique ice cream parlours rather than a place where families lived, 
worked, took two weeks’ vacation, and died, more comfortable with 
the label of «Long Island» or some wear eye have never bean. The slow- 
moving school that I drifted into ascended the narrow staircase one 
fish at a time, keeping the left side clear for the descenders and the 
rare deviants who felt it their right to cut and sprint to the front, only 
to grow frustrated when they realised a large gathering greeted them 
at the top with the gall to impede their mad dash to the exit. Amongst 
the fumbling tumours I picked out the selfish few who elected for 
masklessness and piously condemned them from the safety of my own 
furled relic, despite my knowledge that to pathologically personalise a 
societal failure serves to further feed the brainworms feasting on our 
rotting cadavers entombed in Francis Fukuyama’s poorly written 
nightmare=tome nonetheless received with nauseating, endless 
plaudits. A precious few clung to their phones like talismans, swiping 
and scrolling without pity to distract themselves from their 
membership in a pack prowling around the dying day. The corridors 
seemed to narrow upon reaching the top of the staircase, a plaza 
awash with people without the cavernous spaces necessary for the 
train to operate that offered the so necessary illusion of room. I was 
desperate to rip off my mask that inflated and deflated with my 
quickening breathes, I needed to taste the air of the crumbling 
remains of the harbour so I scrambled amidst the slow-considering 
superorganism towards the first street exit I could locate with my 
glass-augmented eyes and anticipated my relief. I forded my way 
across the people river, following the scent of refuse and cagers, 
counting my breaths until the long-promised freedom from the hell of 
other pee pull trapped in an overheating poor excuse for a bomb 


shelter. The walls took their breaths in time with my gasps, closing in 
and then receding with inhuman conviction. Fearing I would be 
crushed by their ever narrowing contractions I gazed around for 
solidarity, for some sign that it was not I who had lost their mind but 
a world hell bent on its own destruction, but received only the blank 
stares and passive scoffs of disdain reserved for the unhoused and the 
brave souls who dared to display more than indifference or tears in a 
crowd of commuters and gawking tourists. The unpolished and indeed 
quite filthy white tiles (they could really do with a wash) grew closer 
as I spotted the turnstiles, but not having time or inclination to 
navigate their treacherous holds I elected to trigger the shrill alarm of 
the emergency exit door as I raced towards the nighttime perfume of 
the Hudson bubbling with young oysters and younger packaging 
scraps, the rotting corpses of the Amazon and the Morciar—thanks to 
my efforts at least the train-goers were able to slink into the system 
through the opening I hoisted ajar, and I lauded myself for saving 
these poor denizens $2.75, which alas would no longer be enough 
change to grab a slice of any decent quality but still most of the ways 
there towards having a satisfying bite into an oily, overly cheesy, 
oozing oven-fried sandwich that this necropolis prided itself upon, a 
great equaliser of cuisine available to all. Alas, in this land above 14th 
Street there was little in the realm of decent pies on offer I thought as 
I ascended the crumbling concrete steps into the cacophony of roaring 
machines going round a monument to the skulls lining the earth 
beneath my feet. That 15th century Krikketer gazed upwards at the 
park with a satisfied smirk, pleased that this green spread out before 
them was paved over the dreams and screams of a once thriving 
Seneca Village, whose black residents surely did not take the 
destruction of their homes with Stoic reserve, below which the 
remains of the smallpox-laden Lenape lay, their killers traced back 
directly to the Genoese hero on display. His marbled neck, prime 
pickings for the blade of the sans-culottes in their blood red Phrygian 
caps, was defended by a barricade of blue fences emblazoned with the 
gang sign of the oinking orcs who claimed to Protect and Serve, 
begging the question Who? Evidently the past, the monuments of 
criminals and decisions made long since hence, the order that 
squeezes the wheel that crushes. Two on duty guards «loitered» 
(horrid!) inside the barricades, the cold breeze carried their laughs 
and sent me further into delirium, they refuse to police when a 
woman is pushed in front of a train, do nothing when somebody 
waltzes into a residence and murders a graphic designer in their sleep, 
yet are happy to collect their overtime pay protecting a symbol of 
American shame and empire. Pension pigs, just like the suits down at 
Satan+1, the clowns in the Capitol and all the capitals and even on 


the train car I’d just fled from, an entire globe bursting at the seams 
with jokesters and charlatans, kindling begging for a spark. Like a 
nervous tick I clenched my fist descending 8th Ave, drowning out the 
horns of cagers with my hastened breath, even now under the 
unrelenting lights of the ads dreamt up by those who insist on 
wrecking their way into the deepest crevices of my mind (to whom I 
make no excuses for the terror we will unleash upon them) the 
spectres of the canoe striders mount their nightly assault on the one 
who robbed them of life, who killed even their past, for thanks to his 
progeny they were and are the People With No History, savages before 
Time itself began, waiting in a primordial, Edenic state for history, 
now ended, to begin with the arrival of plague rats and deer riders. 
The Enemy has won; not even the past is safe from their plots. We 
truly live in hell, bubbling and boiling like the seas. Melville didn’t 
even know they could sing, the whales, and now they’re singing their 
last hits before the charts go up in steam. Alone I walked down the 
crowded street and ripped off the mask I had hence forgotten lay atop 
my mouth, the mask I just moments before felt was strangling me with 
intoxicating slowness, the masses oblivious to the unrelenting battle 
behind my stride as they are to all things here in the West, in 
«civilization» that lacks all empathy, in the international community 
that deems the death of half a million Iraqi children worth it to punish 
a mad tyrant, where they hate US four hour free dumb and not the 
decades of imperial slaughter. I have lost all hope in these zombies, 
the potential lies elsewhere, for here all that’s left lies beneath my feet 
or on the plains filled with Water Protectors and K9 units—there’s no 
fire left here in Manhattoes, no Wagnerian madness to break though 
Fukuyama’s shackles, the Washington Consensus is the be all end all, 
humans have and always will be selfish creatures doomed to truck, 
barter, and exchange until the fires they’ve been holding back for 
centuries finally overwhelm them. The thunder threatens still as I fall 
towards the rat’s nest amidst the heaving horde, I suffocate in the 
noxious crowd of people who would unironically identify as 
Americans, as if a love for capeshit, burgers, and feel-good stories of 
child labour to escape lunch debt makes a culture and a people worth 
fighting and god forbid dying for. Once the monuments are shuttled 
into the Hudson by the horseless axe-wielders I’ve no doubt they’ll 
turn on the settlers, myself included, bury us here and start afresh, 
only when the nightmares of the past are washed away with rivers of 
blood can life be lived once again, free from the legacy of Jefferson 
and Auschwitz, a cleansing fire from the lightning to come forth and 
free us from this mortal monotony, President Xi, send the nukes for 
my people year for freedom in death, they long to fulfil the ultimate 
covenant of this particularly American cult. I avoided the crowd’s 


gazes, if their glazed over eyes looking out at a city brimming with 
beasts and horns could be termed gazing, as I clutched my sweaty, 
gloved fists beside my chest. The inescapable People, in a train or on 
the sidewalk, I cannot run for I am one of them, the People is me. I’m 
no better, American to my bones. Disgraceful. On the roadway an SUV 
roared in defiance at the taxi cab blocking its lane change and I 
spotted Him, the patriarch who dared to drag an ungrateful entourage 
to the Met alongside his current plaything, looking out with a grin 
upon His city, his coiffed hair dancing in the evening breeze until he 
receded into his shell behind the illegal—but what are laws if not 
«suggestions» to the monied—tinted window of his APC, no doubt 
directing his driver to make haste towards his castle so he can brood 
in satisfaction behind darkened curtains. I blazed with envy, that he 
could glide by me and all the rest of this crowd, float above us like an 
angel and find himself unconvinced by the binds of history and decay, 
unencumbered by the mud of the past so viscous and sticky in this 
former and soon to be swampland. His money, his purchased 
confidence, his hair plugs, all of it can burn, should burn, and yet for 
just a beat I too wanted his lightness, to shed my burdens and become 
a Master of the Universe. It is only the privileged few that can reach 
heights tall enough to peer over the veil of Maya, all the more 
insulting that this exalted denizen decided each dawn anew to plunge 
back into the veil he could so easily disperse. But as I hated Him I 
hated myself both for not being Him and ascending to the status of 
Bodhisattva, dedicating the rest of my life to eliminating the bollards 
that prevented all others from reaching this peak—mainly through the 
temple of immaculate violence, the fountain of gentle annihilation—as 
well as for wanting to be Him in the first place, the double edged 
Doom of Damocles shaving the hairs on my upright neck in this 
autumn heat-turned-cold down the ant-infested avenue. How dare I 
try to extricate myself from the mass that is my due, pull myself up in 
His place while my lessers languish in their squalid pens. We all must 
go, and the position of the composer must be burned with their status 
and all the Great Men of his=story that haunts me still, the McArthur 
Genius® grantees and the winners of the dynamite-bloody Nordic 
shames must be bled dry and their corpses used only for walls on the 
barricades. I tore myself from visions of gaudy gold interiors and gas 
guzzling giants, splashing myself with the cold waters of debt that 
cannot be excused even on pain of death, His world is not mine, and 
never will be. Another world is possible, but only just, and it depends 
on His death at my, at our collective hands, to bring His dream to an 
end—only upon his death= waking will our nightmare cease and the 
soil for a better reality emerge, fertilised with His flesh. Under treeless 
shadows I continued my fall as the four wheeled monster dashed off 


into the suburban wastes of decaying K-mart™s and payday loan 
offices, the automatons waiting to awake from their slumber by the 
coming flames around me were none the wiser, crying out for their 
endless rations of treats and games to keep them sated and unable to 
hear either the cries and heaving of the endless wheel or the cackles of 
the madness ever plotting to once again kickstart the siege engine of 
class struggle He has worked so desperately to conceal. The making of 
the world must be camouflaged lest the over-worked wage slaves 
realise that all which is made by human hands may be unmade by 
those selfsame digits, so they take great pains to paint the most 
unnatural circumstances as happy coincidences, a species naturally 
rolling to a position where it tears itself and its habitat apart for the 
sake of the Forbes® Rich List™. The siren song of my smartphone, 
silent but unmistakable, fluttered in the nightbeams cast by the bad 
dreams parading in neon above the too-tall skyscrapers, I took three 
breaths and refused to relent, I continued forward, one step then two, 
bypassing the cursed place of lights and advertisements flooded with 
tourists and uncanny facsimiles of the only «heroes» Americans 
recognize, past the junk shops overflowing with NYPD supporter shirts 
and keychains that equate living in the City with cussing, a disgusting 
word parlayed by those who believe the wizards of a transphobe 
constitute blasphemy and that the eye of a needle might be easily 
traversed, around the bored stares of tour guides handing out passes 
to a comedy club whose acts complain of the death of the very act 
they’re selling, through the closed streets and storefronts kept empty 
rather than rented at a rate lower than market value, underneath the 
collapsing foot bridge between two non-distinct office plazas that 
conjures up Batman®‘s Gotham—my mind is a wasteland—and the 
bitter taste of bread-line discontent, past the Hudson News™ airport- 
like in its nondescript mediocrity, beyond the blue light ridden 
Dunkin’© that unceremoniously dropped the Donuts from its name in 
some kind of misguided marketing rebrand, without so much as a 
thought, stewing in my own disgust. Down the half broken escalator 
into the horde of numb commuters waiting for Simon I went, 
transfixed by a dimly lit screen that threatened to expire within the 
minute, hedging my bets that the car would appear in the teens, track 
18 perhaps, as the disembodied voice with martial cadence cried out 
that masks were still required by federal law on public transit, much 
to the chagrin of the unmasked family of ogres prowling next to the 
overflowing trashcan under the flickering pole=light. Smiling faces 
happy to bank at Chase®, a deal on a crypto I’ve never had the 
pleasure of knowing, I’d better write that down just in case, if you see 
something say something, I blunder down the steps towards track 16, 
the empty car hums as I kill a 64 year old cat lady in Jakarta during 


the heat wave of 2036 with my QR code=ticket for the conductor 
who nods with noxious self-import and disappears down the gangway. 
Not a word as I barreled towards my bed, the opera house remained 
unsmoldered, inside me lay no key to unlocking the anti-Semite’s 
madness, under poplars and projects I strolled into my air conditioned 
fortress and in frantic desperation hoped I could create the friction for 
ignition through pen on page. This attempt was of course a complete 
and miserable failure, as any attempt to write was interrupted by my 
bubbling rage. It, my rage bubbling with fury, spilled all over the 
page, it made defacing it, the page, with ink impossible—it was 
already disfigured by my loathsome rage that came pouring forth like 
the hundred year floods I saw strike with curiously increasing 
regularity. The only flames those pathetic pages positively oozing with 
mediocre rage saw, indeed the only flames any one of the pages in my 
tomes of asinine «texts» encountered, were the flames I consigned 
them into with disgust. Writing is not meant to be read, let alone 
spoken of or «dissected» by freaks like Barthes and Derrida, what an 
unholy farce it, «literature», and they, the so-called post-structuralist, 
were. No, I wrote those moronic pages to think, I am an unthinking 
animal outside the cursed house of literacy, an unthinking buffoon 
slinging shit in a world buried in shit, and the more I read the more 
coated in shit I became, the more I «consumed» the more I was 
covered in the shit=slime of living and literacy, the more I flung it 
around in my filthy and overflowing mind. It was only when I wrote, 
when I composed pages such as these, horrid as they may be, that I 
was and am afforded a chance at a bath to clean off this shit and 
reflect on the reeking piles that continue to surround me. That night, 
bubbling with rage, after realising that Wagner = Sachs’ madness was 
nowhere to be found, after coming to the conclusion that I had only 
my pen to turn to, I understood it was only by the mechanical 
operation of my hand like an accurséd dowsing rod was I to walk my 
way out of the rage, unspool it upon the page and move on with my 
miserable life. Of course, as I’ve said I failed—I didn’t manage to write 
a single word. Trapped within the nexus of rage my hand remained 
unmoved. I fell asleep into a disappointed stupor, dreaming of the 
spectral eyes of the canoe-carting warriors I saw wage their endless 
battle on the statue I walked past that night in the horrendously 
alliterative prison called «Columbus Circle». By dawn’s early light my 
rage seemed to have dissipated overnight, syphoned off by the sleep 
daemons and digested by the monsters that lay just below the crust of 
the earth who no doubt feasted on the buffet of rage and insanity wo/ 
mankind served up daily to wondrous effect. Now a calm so-called 
human I found myself thrown back into the dull world of inane 
meetings on Zoom™ about projects neither me or my so-called 


colleagues would ever tackle, initiatives none of us understood or 
bothered to even name, the secular and hollow ritual of the Stand Up 
during which we remained thoroughly fixed to our stupid seats that 
were surely afflicting us with incurable back pain and lethal levels of 
sloth-induced heart disease, giving our bosses who smiled through 
their veneers an «update» on all the tasks we were avoiding, the 
mindless action items we’d been assigned and promptly ignored, and— 
worst of all, the object of many a night terror, the inhuman form of 
that damned anthropomorphic paperclip asking if I needed help just 
out of sight, I knew it was lurking there, its googly eyes bearing into 
my burning soul, I always needed help but never from that terrifying 
abomination of Gates and Ballmer cooked up in the deepest fires of 
the hell that Redmond had become—I was cast off into the lonely and 
demented world of the «spreadsheet», presumably labelled such 
because its so-called data structure, the «insightful» way it helped me 
and my decaying coworkers visualise the sacred numerics, seemed to 
spread across all aspects of my life, I saw the horrid form of the 
«spreadsheet» everywhere I went, every corner of my narrowing life, 
the longer I spent with the endless pages of the «spreadsheets» on my 
glowing screen of disappointment at my cardboard desk masquerading 
as balsa wood and the looking glass in my hand, every facet of my 
pathetic existence I began to conceptualise as different «spreadsheets», 
just data to be entered and manipulated, the very core of my being 
colonised by a fucking Microsoft™ product, a continual source of 
embarrassment and shame that daily grew worse and worse the more 
time I spent in this lonely world of «spreadsheets», this time of course 
increasing at a commiserate rate with my responsibilities at work in 
my so-called career, a feeble attempt at making some cash that had 
ballooned into something larger than I cared to understand. The 
revolting ambrosia of wage work, the stupid little worries over the 
aforementioned useless «projects», the workplace gossip and endless 
longing for the weekend, these trifles kept me sated and my madness, 
my rage that was previously bubbling forth like Vulcan, in check. The 
daily rituals of our idiotic lives, the so-called routines that demarcated 
each little slice of my day, helped me to forget my anger, they lulled 
me into a shallow sleep, and no longer in need of any thinking I no 
longer felt any urge to write. I didn’t listen to music for weeks. In fact 
I forgot ld even gone to the au pair ah at all, that I had a mode of 
existence outside of generating shareholder value. My days settled 
back into hollow tedium and I believed myself happy. This apathetic 
and indeed pathetic state of mine may have lasted my entire life had it 
not been so suddenly interrupted. I may have floated through the rest 
of my meagre days content with my tiny lot in life, my unfulfilling 
Netflix® shows and twisted pleasure from checking a useless task as 


complete coupled with the only genuinely redemptive part of my 
automatic mode of existence, the cosy and indomitable romantic love 
I shared with Her, had my illusionary days thick with the scent of 
maya not been so rudely shattered by a quick sample of Wagner’s 
earth shattering horns in the Ride of the Valkyries, the same earth 
shattering horns the most reliable man in universe attempted to copy 
some weeks ago on the train platform after the au pair ah, in one of 
the forgettable so-called video essays I subjected my vegetative mind 
to during meals so that it would not wander to territories unknown 
and unwanted. Day in and day out I trawled the depths presented to 
me by my addictive looking glass, sitting through what felt like dozens 
of nauseating ads only to watch a forty nine minute so-called video 
essay about some inane topic like orange cultivation in South Korea or 
the paedophilic history of iCarly™, so boring I can’t remember any 
examples, overly long self indulgent so-called video essays whose 
educational content could fit within a single written paragraph that 
would remain dutifully unexamined by our functionally illiterate 
society. One of these irredeemable refuse piles threw out the 
aforementioned horns at some inopportune place totally disconnected 
from the pathos inherent in those blares, an ill-advised attempt to fool 
the Algorithm (blessed by thy name) into something or other, but 
they, the horns, reached me anyway, those notes were an icepick 
towards my soul, they punctured the frozen wastes of «modernity» 
that had enveloped my heart and threw me back into awareness of 
myself and the sick world I was cursed to reside upon. The veil lifted, 
and in my state released from stupor I realised I was very hungry, 
starving even. I hadn’t eaten food in what felt like months, I had 
merely «consumed» without tasting or feeling. My itch for thinking 
had returned—surely I would have sat down to writing right then and 
there had I not been totally consumed by a burning hunger. It 
dominated my now liberated thoughts to the point where I concerned 
myself with nothing else, my current chief aim in life was food, 
sustenance, and then I’d be ready to write. I checked the weather on 
my looking glass (rain later it seemed, Pll bring an umbrella), laced up 
my boots and began the long and dismal process to exit my so-called 
apartment complex and reach the street, hiking through pools and 
tennis courts, gardens and grills, endless dog shit left by neglectful 
owners and the surging energy of food delivery drivers struggling to 
navigate the maze that my «complex» had become. I eventually found 
my way to the lobby and steeled myself for the horrors of the 
unprotected wastes just outside the building. The threatened rain 
weighing heavy on my mind receded into the distant night upon my 
commanding the unseen servant to wrench open the glass doors 
hiding the hostile wastes of the Street, polluted by a spring evening a 


touch warmer than the coldest on record (1976, that accurséd 
bicentennial), the threat of rain receded yes into the distant knight I 
am as I threw up the lapels of my cape=coat to protect the exposed 
flesh between my alpaca turtleneck and merino watch cap from the 
promised winds just now creeping down their northerly axis over the 
hill and into the stream of cars gradually slowing against their natural 
(or as close to «natural» a machine of death can approach) inclination 
for speed, for manic speed that tore through the thin veneer of our 
world called reality, with the coming of the turning of the light. Above 
but darkly did I perceive a light switched on, first one then three then 
many more, flicked on one by one and then all at once to fill the 
cloudless sky with their starshine, starshine mostly out competed by 
the high beams of the inconsiderate noisemakers on the tarmac just 
out of reach; I wagered my umbrella, deep in the holds of my canvas 
tote (illustrated by Masanao Hirayama, fading, a blue fish just far 
enough from the Christian symbol to avoid a case of mistaken identity 
but not far enough to avoid an unintended recollection, a distant echo, 
the haunting of the Now by the spectre of Christ), my umbrella would 
stay content in its nestled hidey-hole, unconcerned with its lack of 
utility for the duration of my sundown sojourn. The starry plough and 
the belt of the bear slayer were rare delights to my urbane 
polycarbonate frames and the eyes that lay beneath, the constellations 
not quite memento mori but something vaguely adjacent, the gentle 
cadence of Sagan with the dawning thought that we are the universe 
come to know itself, stardust on the galactic breeze that pervades the 
cosmos, untroubled by the turmoil on this pale blue dot of ours—I 
suspected and still suspect that many of the brainworms inherent in 
living within our jungles of steel and the stony hearts this way of 
living produced would be exterminated by a steady dose of distant 
embering suns screaming into the otherwise pitch black, silent void, 
the self proclaimed Sent air of the you knee verse revealed for the 
Ptolemaic lie it is in a so-called «cultural reset» (though «vibe shift» 
seemed to have growing currency in our longstanding hallucination 
judging by the shifting tides of the so-called socials) for city folk 
across the continents. I averted my eyes from the dreamy intoxicant 
above and focused back on the matter at hand, mainly crossing the 
four laned stroad and escaping into the so-called yellow zone of 
density, demarcated by our abundantly numbered overlords that 
controlled the very fabric of how we perceived the world around us 
through our frequent habit of mistaking the map for the territory, 
escape just across the painted white, traversing the black pot-hole 
ridden concrete in its death throes, cracked, dilapidated, struggling for 
breath, overwhelmed with trash and bacteria uncatalogueable. The 
orange hand unrelenting gave pause to the growing crowd of mall 


goers, Nike™ Outlet® paper bags and the now ubiquitous red and grey 
striped Target™ totes in tow, succeeding in their dirty work of 
hijacking my thoughts and throwing them into the mud of «brand 
contemplation», giving rise to the shameful urge drilled into the core 
of our particularly American psyches, the unstoppable primal need to 
shop till you drop; it was only with great effort that I prevented my 
wayward limbs from an unexpected evening trip to the high-shelved 
towers of BJs® and a fruitless search for a sugary treat that would 
reignite the siren fires of nostalgia, that most dependable wistfulness 
for promoting the levels of consumption necessary to keep the Wheel 
turning. That I might distract myself and fight the clutches of Captain 
Crunch® I looked out into the street to understand where in the traffic 
cycle we stood—there was a moment when the White Walker™ refuses 
to shine, a few seconds (mere beats really) that by rights should be 
Ours, seconds that are inexplicably (although really all too explicable) 
ceded to the cagers who demand the right to a right turn that the 
detestable local safety ordinances have scandalously forbidden to 
them, the cagers, on a red light, this so-called right otherwise granted 
without controversy to the cagers in almost all other municipalities 
within our decaying imperium that pretended it still swam in the 
waters of Pax Americana, they, the cagers, demanded that they be free 
of crossers and shoppers for a precious few moments more, lest they 
find themselves eternally trapped behind the flood of people, the 
unwashed heathens who dared to walk rather than pledge fealty to the 
Kingdom of the Automobile and devote their waking hours to tracking 
the ups and downs of a commodity that while black and covered in sin 
became their, the cagers’, lifeblood, the dripping ooze of «modernity» 
and the so-called petrodollar system, the bulwark of an otherwise 
collapsing hegemony. And indeed I noticed that the light in front had 
gone red, the cars to our side starting their roars to make a desperate 
dash for the right turn now that their signal beckoned go whilst our 
orange hand remained fixed, a halting swing to keep us herded in the 
pen while the predators roamed unencumbered, indeed it was that 
beautiful circumstance where before me lay the chance to inflict the 
slightest level of inconvenience back to the drivers who so 
thoughtlessly syphoned away my cultivated peace, my seconds by 
right, my quiet and my city. It was not their fault (if I was in a 
generous mode), living in a world that pushed them by hook and by 
crook to fellate their death traps and structure their very lives around 
supplicating the steel mover=monsters, but I found myself smiling 
delicious spite all the same underneath the woven cloth of my KN95 
as I unsheathed my feet like a gunslinger at speed into the roadway, in 
defiance of both Moses (while emulating another) and the hand(s), 
both orange and the Invisible, hovering unseen above the latticework 


of our world so thoroughly modulated by so-called market relations. 
The scowl of the Driver (no doubt a self professed Very Important 
Person scurrying to a Critically Crucial Event in their just-washed 
white BMW® 3-series™, the identification of which dropped my 
psychic HP by a full five points), his (always his) scowl at my 
brashness to interrupt their light-given turn morphed into the insolent 
incredulousness of widened eyes when the jittery tote-tuggers just a 
step behind capitalised on my boldness and flooded the arena in their 
dozens, foreclosing on the rapidly fading gap that the now fuming 
cager failed to run; even if they could not articulate the feeling I knew 
the marching mass understood in their bones the world Detroit had 
robbed from them and relished in the all-too-brief revenge inflicted on 
but one of the millions of nouveau car slaves who ran rampant on Our 
streets. Even the crowd across the roadway threw the orange hand to 
the wind and began their crossing early—the tarmac was now firmly 
in the hands of the anarchic tendencies of the Walker, the original 
apex predator of our rather silly invention called the Street. The 
glorious madness on display was a salve to my world-weary soul, a 
collective madness we imposed on a reality that invented false «order» 
like the non-crime of jay walking or the necessity of a cyclist to outfit 
themselves in the most garish of colours to avoid an untimely end, a 
madness that sparked a moment of joy in a joyless dream, a brief 
sighting of the madness I longed for and had since given up hope of 
seeing, the madness I forgot in my slumber=stupor, the madness 
Wagner =Sachs was dreading, the madness They had so thoroughly 
syphoned from the world. Not a single car had weaved its way 
through our makeshift barricade of bodies before the hand turned to 
the pale walker-in-arms that signalled our total and complete victory 
over the tyre rollers. I stomped and skipped across the too-narrow 
crosswalk, the crowd bulging at its margins as the currents collided in 
a chaotic meeting of people going this way and that, yet unlike the 
unfortunate impact of vehicles meeting head on there were no crashes 
or fatalities: the nimble form of human flesh manoeuvred past one 
another without much effort at all, almost as if (gasp) we’d evolved to 
handle complex social activities and movement, both coordinated and 
uncoordinated, without any clear instructions or hierarchies; when left 
to our own devices we forded the river of the world competently 
together. I felt an unstoppable force of solidarity amongst these 
people, all following our separate threads into our own lives, buzzing 
together for an instant to accomplish the impossible: bringing to a 
brief halt the comings and goings of the drivers, putting pause to the 
endless productivity we’ve been pushed to accept is the «natural» 
course of our existence. Together we could move mountains, redirect 
rivers, shape the very winds of the Earth to our iron will, I 


daydreamed as I lost myself in the school of people traversing the 
dangerous sea, musing on the power of the People until my boot- 
protected foot made contact with the raised edge of the sidewalk at 
the back of the corrugated rusting steel of the neighbourhood halal 
cart, the smell of which transported me to the bustling squares of pre- 
war Aleppo, zithers and ouds inviting me to the amply-carpeted Dar 
al-Islam. Inside the cart, merciful refuge from the sub-Arctic blasts, 
slaved away no sage robed in wisdom found deep in the Saharan 
sands, one who longed to send me on a quest to find my true treasure 
(inside myself all along) but an underpaid man who had won the high 
stakes game of street vendor permit hunting and had to churn out 
dozens of chicken-over-rices lest his daughter starved. This too, 
beneath my KN95 scowling, this foolish storyline Pd concocted on a 
whim was a dream of the innocent immigrant made sanitary for the 
feel-good liberal order that baulked in outrage each time one of the 
good ones clamoured for something more than their meagrely allocated 
lot, the exotic other (Mr. Said shaking his head) making their way to 
the land of offer tune Natty [Light] and reaching the ultimate prize of 
all who toil in the tropics: the Green Card. No, inside this steel shelter 
worked a man who, perhaps, knew nothing other than his three chief 
desires in his meandering journey through life—eating hot chip, 
charging his phone, and lying through his yellowing teeth. I waved 
away this Orientalist fantasy with a disappointed sway of the hand, 
for it was on the shores of the Pacific I sought the cure for my 
rumbling stomach, if, after a check of the nonexistent watch on my 
wrist, the watch I had sent off to the Black Forest for repairs rather 
than search my own city for a bomb maker who tinkered in watch 
gears and risk the vile taste of service-based socialisation, that vile 
poison I had just sampled at the au pair ah before I descended into my 
slumber=sloth, sending my broken watch to Germany and thereby 
expelling carbon=sin in exchange for a faceless encounter with 
emailed text rather than having to stand in front of an Other, a dead 
school of fish and three years of life lopped off a poet in Dakar for a 
FedEx™ shipment and avoiding a social encounter in reality, I would 
indulge in the nectar of the far Orient if, after checking this watch I 
only just now remembered I did not have on my person, only if the 
lights of the dim sum stand (lights I did not, searching through the 
files of my memory, associate with twilight) still shone would I sate 
my rumbles and complete my pledge to Her, fortified in our redoubt, 
feline guarded and well stocked, only then would would I taste the 
addictive flavour palate of the South China Sea and not the idyllic 
blue of the formerly Roman lake that lay just across the pond, only 
then would I sate my now overwhelming hunger for true sustenance, 
the kind I had long denied myself in my extended slumber = stupor. 


Embarrassed I walked swiftly away from the man I had profiled twice; 
I cultivated the embarrassment, weaponised it into the perfect excuse 
to avoid gazing into his eyes as I sped past the smoking shack, its 
generator grumbling in expectation of my imminent visit, confident in 
my lack of self control, in thralldom to my hunger as it seems all of us 
are in this age of streaming and strife, the excuse that allowed me to 
continue contemplating the abstract People rather than attempt to 
wrestle with the failings and disappointment of Actually Existing 
Persons—in this case just one, standing atop his red and white-sauced 
throne behind a mask adorned with the Jordanian flag. I was more 
relieved than embarrassed, really, relieved at my own embarrassment 
more like, my pathetic excuse to grant me relief over avoiding the 
most basic and mundane of all tasks, one that almost every sentient 
being in the long and miserable history of so-called carbon based life 
had accomplished many times over without even acknowledging it as 
an accomplishment at all, I thought as I grabbed my scarf. The open 
breezes of the stroad gave way to claustrophobic darkness in the 
confines of the mine-like scaffold, always inexplicably rusting despite 
being hastily constructed as late as last week (or year, they tend to 
blend together, but certainly not as far back as decade I think = hope) 
due to the tendency of the unforeseen scaffolding company’s penchant 
for recycling (my perhaps hubristic attempt at explaining the 
aforementioned inexplicable); the dim mineshaft lamps gave off a 
modicum of light to make passage through the cramped trail 
moderately less difficult on moonless nights only added to the trapped 
«vibe» emanating from the ruined iron poles. Though I appreciated the 
protection from the rotting projects above, appropriately named the 
Bland Houses, the notoriously underfunded New York Housing 
Authority (hereafter referred to only as the NYHA) had robbed me 
(and the dwindling number of my compatriots who chose the narrow 
causeway rather than the sprawling wastes of Main Street) of starlight, 
another natural pleasure made forfeit by the endless march of 
Hegelian Progress. The wind whipped up the mesh netting to my left 
which then remained aloft in physics I could no longer believe real, as 
if time itself slowed and the fishing net became rigid, frozen in place 
with no distant suns to melt its icicles and free the inanimate net from 
the cage of solid water. In my distracted revelry I almost made the 
cardinal error of turning down the wrong path due to the illusion 
made by pole and light that a shortcut existed between here and the 
corner—being a connoisseur of routes, perhaps drilled into me by 
intense studying of the micro-pathing carried out by the primitive AI 
commanding Zealots and Zerglings in the days of yore, I could not 
resist the temptation of a new path, a more efficient optimization to 
the boon of my navigational prowess, the optimisation brainworms 


holed up deep. It was only by the grace of memory, smashing through 
the autopilot controlling my unmoored legs, that I was prevented from 
veering left and gallivanting directly into the floating mesh=net that 
hid the faux brick of one of the project towers. I redoubled my effort 
now that my conscious mind was at the fore and rallied my energy 
reserves to make it through the mine and out into the intersection that 
lay open to the tree-lined trail through the spires in what felt like no 
time at all (granted an effect no doubt enhanced by the distinct lack of 
the time keeper usually affixed to my wrist (I did not want to unleash 
the all-encompassing scent of the ambrosia multi-tool resting in my 
coat pocket, so I elected to discern the hour from the fingers of 
sunlight dimly seen on the western sky almost entirely overshadowed 
and engulfed by the proud glow of the martial master and his 
lover=sister), an effect doubly enhanced by the clockless expanse 
stretched out before me). Under the benevolent tutelage of the oak 
branches locked in battle with the beige tall towers conspiring to 
block their leaves from the sight of Helios and his chariot I saw the 
life of these projects unfurl and grow: the screaming troupe of 
children on the rust-ridden slides; the cookouts boldly proclaiming the 
irrelevance of the NYHA’s myriad signs declaring No Grilling (in this 
land of the free it’s not enough that the poor be poor, no, they must be 
miserable as well as poor, for to be poor is as much a moral failing as 
it is a circumstantial one (Christ nodded sagely)); the restaurant 
workers swarming the park tables on their lunch breaks that 
prohibited such behaviour without the chaperoning of a child to 
prevent the perceived outbreak of paedophiles conjured up by lonely 
spinsters and the paranoia viruses that swirled in their shattered 
minds; the underpaid and overworked construction workers idling in 
protest during the renovation of an almost collapsed spire beside their 
behemoths of metal and movement; the exhausted grannies with their 
carts, catching their breaths behind their masks, splayed out on the 
bird poop painted benches; the Falun Gong cultists who peddled their 
fables about the See See Pee next to tables filled with brochures almost 
indistinguishable from the New York Life Insurance™ pamphlets just a 
few feet over, freaks who rejected their home and internalised the 
language of their imperialist foe, the selfsame foe whose greatest wish 
was the final extermination of their, the cultists, way of life, the useful 
idiots captured by a regime all too happy to fund their endeavour at 
seeking a connection in a lonely city so long as their ideological guns 
were pointed in the «correct» direction; the showy mainlanders 
showing off their Yeezy© shoes and Canada Goose® jackets, weaving 
their way through the American underbelly before escaping into their 
apartment complexes, pool-filled and spotted with tennis courts, 
swarmed with endless deliveries; the dog walkers who let slip their fur 


babies in this car free paradise and gained the precious safety that 
enabled them to check their phones; the snake-like arrival of the Port 
Washington bound (Great Neck during Peak hours) train on the raised 
tracks just beyond the rusting fence, the passengers alighting and 
scattering to the four corners as it pulled away to Murray Hill (where 
only the last four cars will platform) with its dolphin whine; all passed 
like a vision until I could no longer distinguish between the actual of 
the Now and the imagined past, the people and spectres dancing in an 
otherworldly performance restricted to the bounds of my head. I 
evicted myself from the show and looked at the cherry tree in the 
centre of the bench lined circle = square that was not yet in bloom, but 
I could already see the pink petals littering the trash-covered concrete, 
the intense starlight coupled with the wind (and the threatened rain, 
patting my umbrella = companion to sate its water thirst) had kept this 
gathering place empty of Bland residents and nomads alike so that 
only I remained to admire the decaying reminders of promised beauty, 
perhaps not cleaned up by the snow and the rain and the negligent 
«building managers» who filled their pockets with taxpayer money, 
my money, in payment for their failure to serve that selfsame 
taxpayer, the little princes who parked their Pennsylvania-plated 
pickup =tanks in the lot behind the cherry piazza that was always 
ploughed far before the footpaths in the event of in clement whether, as 
it should for what are mere people next to the raised grills of the kid- 
killers that mushed down the Moses-approved interstates? Beyond the 
playground, empty like the plaza at this late hour (I presume the hour 
was late, my memory and my watch vacationing in the Black Forest 
failing to come to my aid), the walkway dipped and turned, obscured 
behind an inexplicably fenced area with nothing but rain-parched 
grass and dirt, so that I could not see a single soul, living or otherwise, 
in front of me. Under the illuminating guidance of Orion I continued 
down the hill, stepping left and right to avoid the mounds of discarded 
Chicken McNuggets© and the tea-less tubes of boba, the ubiquitous 
drink that acted as social glue for these parts. I searched for the moon 
in the birdless sky but emerged with no joy; perhaps it was blotted out 
by the merciless towers (the gentle branches always let through the 
sifted moonlight in tribute to the lunar gods), towers and monuments 
to poverty and the crumbling excuse for a «welfare state» long since 
dismantled during the dream of capitalism’s fine ale Vic tore E, or 
perhaps it was a new moon, the glowing orb presently outside the 
shine of our solar master, biding its time, taking a well deserved break 
from the stench of wo/mankind. Walking down the pathway under 
this birdless and moonless sky I chastised myself for my ignorance of 
the lunar cycle, the web that weaves its way around the world—a 
people more concerned with the passage of their imagined time, with 


sick little labels like Monday and August, horrid terms that nobody can 
figure out the meaning of anyway (is biweekly twice a week or once 
every two weeks? (my ignorance is itself rebellion)), a people more 
concerned with these trite bits of madness than the phases of the 
moon, a «real» object in the «real» sky, an object that pulls the tides, 
announces the harvest and planting season both, an object that has 
material impact on the world in a way that the Forth of Jew lye could 
only dream of, a people who put place of privilege to their bank 
holidays over the majesty of a full moon is a people demented and lost 
beyond measure, a people so out of touch with the «real» world that 
they’re retreated into a cocoon of Sunday Night Football™ and 
perverse exchanges of Happy hump day! rather than taking the time to 
remember the difference between waxing and waning. The moon, the 
seasons (presently in their death throes), the splatter of insects on 
windshields («mysteriously» reduced from a coincidental mass die off 
surely not caused by anthropomorphic climate change), the songs of 
whale = pods (drowned out by the humming of pleasure cruises and 
oil tankers), all have been exorcised and sanitised for our 
convenience, sold back to us in the form of Our Lord Barack Obama® 
gleefully narrating a show about the national parks, the selfsame parks 
he himself had let fall to ruin on the selfsame world where the ground 
was fracked and the earth stripped bare all under his benevolent and 
enlightened (he was, after all, a Harvard man!) rule. Amidst my tirade 
against the charlatan of Hope and Change©, beneath the yawning 
oaks at the edge of my field of vision, I spotted a scurrier, a mouse 
perhaps, squirrel even, prowling in the shadowy twilight from one 
corner of the tree line, readying themselves for a quick path crossing 
to the other corner and into the safety of the dark, the natural world 
under threat so rudely interrupting my self indulgent rambles, the 
«real» world pressing in on an insular latticework of lies. I cursed my 
lack of bionic eyes promised by the myriad cyberpunk dreams fed to 
me in my youth; I would have loved to zoom in on this bustling 
creature, if only just for a moment, as a reminder that the world at 
large is not just inhabited by monsters and machines (not that I’d 
install an eye augmentation were it on offer (trusting my vision to the 
likes of Bill Gates or the Ghost of Jobs and Ivy, men who would shut 
down my sight for hours to install a firmware update to better collect 
my visual focus data to sell to advertisers and disable 3x zoom unless I 
upgraded to the BionicSee™ Platinum + Package , only three payments 
of twenty nine ninety five, offer expires on the seventeenth of May), I 
wouldn’t dare install a new eye in this mercifully hypothetical 
cyberpunk fantasy; so often we seem to forget (like I did just now, in 
my naive day dream under a birdless and moonless sky) that 
cyberpunk futures, much like our own, are forms of dystopia, that 


nothing good can come of worlds so rotten, worlds buried deep under 
the sediment of nightmares). I was tempted to remove my glasses and 
squint my unaugmented eyes in an ill fated effort to replicate zooming 
in, but I realised such an act was more about simulating the actions I 
thought I should perform were I an actor in a film being observed 
offscreen rather than something with real utility, something that 
would allow me to really make out the detail of this scurrier—how 
could I see anything in this murky darkness without my spectacles, 
squint or no? Instead I stood still, afraid of spooking the animal, and 
waited for them to reveal their agile form in the warm glow of the 
streetlights adorning the winding path next to the deserted 
playground, metallic echos of children’s play=screams bouncing 
around my head. I was afraid the dim shadows of the shufflers from 
41st Road would prevent the creature’s expedition, but my fears 
proved too cautious: into the delightfully inflorescent light stepped the 
figure of a cat, staying low to the ground, almost hugging the 
pavement, as if my spotting would prevent them from ensnaring their 
(by mine own eyes, at least) unseen prey. Jet black like the fuel 
incapable of melting steel beams the cat paused in the spotlight acting 
as if they were a part of a pet food ad (my mind is always happy to 
disappoint with its stunted, stolen imagination), legs in the middle of 
motion now suspended, and I had a few beats to observe with interest. 
Gaunt, as befits a street cat (unlike the well fed portly forms of our 
domestic companions within the fortress walls) but relaxed—this was 
their home, no doubt taking residence in one of the myriad cardboard 
tenements set up behind the basketball courts (closed for the night 
with garish yellow tape betraying the look of a crime scene) by the 
neighbourhood’s resident cat lady, a mysterious witch never seen 
without her granny cart and dual hoods to hide her hair, hair that 
undoubtedly held some arcane and ultimately mystical power, hair 
from which, like the Umbra witches of hell itself, she derived her 
magic. The cat exuded the mojo of one inside and in control of their 
realm, the buff of home is unmistakable, fortresses for us all (part of 
the Issue no doubt). They brought to mind the calico we met some 
weeks before on a night much colder than at present by the just 
sprouted daffodil in celebration of spring besides the backdoor to one 
of the towers, accessible only by a fenced walkway reminiscent of 
prison gates (our entire reality trending more in that direction each 
wretched turning of our planet), the calico that moved with such 
indignance at our feeble attempts to feed them our leftover shrimp. 
The cat wanted the food, more than anything, but even in the 
confidence of their own environment refused to approach and take 
alms like a beggar. Rather, the calico acted like a king, wanting us to 
present the tribute and then retreat from their royal gaze—to watch 


royalty eat and descend to the realm of mortals is taboo; naturally we 
complied and they had their feast. I wondered if this dark colony-mate 
of the recollected calico, the jet black cat caught in a web of non- 
motion directly in front of me, would eat morsels from my hand or 
were they too of royal lineage? I suppose all families consider 
themselves royal in their own homes, the aforementioned boon of 
home a crowning affair. Only the feline witch, however, was privy to 
the internal Table of Ranks in this tsardom, so I wondered if the 
matriarch was the hunting beast some leagues before me, the shrimp- 
crazed calico, or even perhaps most unfortunately the cat (breed: 
Orange) or rather corpse we spotted in the centre of the track, 
flattened by one of the vastly over-budget Kawasaki Heavy Industries™ 
M9® railcars during a routine crossing, the sight of which proved so 
distressing to Her that we moved down station as I positioned myself 
between Her and the festering body; She pulled out Her phone to 
distract Her racing mind with the Althing, but I could not divert my 
gaze from yet another victim of Hegel’s bildungsroman. The cat 
(breed: Orange), potential matriarch, discarded like wastewater so we 
might commute to a so-called place of work on an island crudely 
transforming into a theme park and sit in our offices pretending to 
«complete tasks», as if their «completion» was the ultimate ambition of 
human existence. The cost to shore up the fences around the station 
and prevent incursions by the burgeoning colony would be minimal, 
but these kinds of lives (read: «unproductive»), indeed most lives, 
matter not a wit to those writing budgets and striding down our 
crumbling streets as elect ted oh fish ails, no lives matter except theirs 
and their donors (Him, in his monstrous SUV barrelling down 8th 
avenue into his walled fortress in the maze-like wastes of so-called 
suburbia, He perhaps mattered most, I couldn’t excise Him from the 
wrinkled contours of my brain, I was sure He haunted me even in my 
stupor=sloth, perhaps He was even the cause, using His reality- 
bending capital to cast upon me some stupid spell), the true owners of 
the levers of the trolleys that might be redirected from flattening the 
failed predator at whose now lifeless form I could not stop staring. In 
fixing my sight I hoped to reconcile with the death I had caused, the 
death I keep causing as I glide through life, the important part being 
not action to prevent the carnage but acknowledgement of said 
carnage, living in the 21st century meant the condition of survival was 
merely witnessing carnage, death, day in and day out, on a mass scale, 
abstract, and right in front of your face, an activism and passivity and 
Coming to Terms with our incontinence when fared with the Wheel, 
but the arrival of our train promptly hid the cadaver and I, with 
almost revolting nonchalance, reentered the stream of the everyday 
shamefully unchanged. The street cat still paused before me may have 


mourned for weeks while I gave his loss mere moments of 
«contemplation» (and little else!). Mayhaps he mourned not at all, my 
wistful disposition projecting a sentimentality altogether absent on the 
feral nightstalker in my narcissistic urge to view the world through 
the lens of myself alone, narcissistic to assume that animals and air 
and trees alike feel just like humans on this progressively ashen earth; 
Europeans have had the reigns for only five centuries and look where 
it’s gotten us—to assume dinosaurs felt like us is to accept thousands, 
millions of historical apocalypses missing from the geological record, a 
cacophony of doom presently unimaginable by my feeble, nerve 
ridden brain. My untethered chain of hypotheticals was suddenly 
shattered by one of the bubbling urges from my prison of flesh inside 
which we are all forever (or mercifully not, Tolkien’s Gift of Man 
indeed) entombed, an urge of late I had managed to forget but has 
been with me since the earliest fictions of my youthful self: the urge to 
cough. This memento mori always brought me back to the physical 
now, but just briefly before it sent me forth into an uncertain future, 
choking on mucus in my deathbed, the incessant beeping of an EKG 
aside my lonely soiled sheets; I knew it would all end in a cough, PFTs 
in the teens, tightened air lobes as I gasped for a breath albuterol 
could do little to grant. Since the diagnosis all those decades ago I’ve 
always known the end, and every cough prefaces that promised 
finality of so-called Terminal Illness, never letting me forget that I was 
fated to be carted off in a nightmare of infection and phlegm. Covid 
represented a reprieve, a vain hope that maybe my terminality would 
be superseded by the return of historical time, but alas my disease 
proved too strong a captor, and the virus failed in its divine quest, 
though that’s not to say that covid didn’t try, no. Between the endless 
naps and coughing fits I was reminded of my worst nights in grade 
school, hiding beneath the sheets as my chest tightened, pretending 
that death herself lacked object permanence and would elect not to 
bathe me in the amnesiac waters of the Lethe were she to watch me 
disappear behind the duvet. The worst affliction, however, was the 
itch, the infernal itch, like Dostoevsky’s toothache, all encompassing, 
maddening, more maddening even (for even in this «modern» world 
we lack a true balm to the itch, unlike «modern» dentistry’s endless 
drilling solution(s) to the self-fellating toothache), standing on the 
corner of Main like a bum, reading my little island book about a girl 
in love with a crow, or rather the image of a crow as refracted by their 
criss-crossed footprints, written by the unfortunately all-too-relevant 
Yevgenia Belorusets in her faux-fairy tale journalistic ramblings, 
reading my book like a good little liberal (Text JOE to 30330), 
holding a melting ice pack on my testicles underneath my just- 
laundered jeans (ice blue for springtime), adjusting, turning the page, 


looking up to make sure not a soul saw, afraid to appear like the creep 
who touches himself at passersby returning from the grocer, numbing 
my balls to the point of unfeeling in a farcical echo of the condition of 
«modern» survival just to avoid the all-encompassing Itch that at 
present ruled them. I later took a bath, my first in some decades, 
another vain attempt to trigger aphasia. In the hot waters of the onsen 
my penis, previously stretched like the limp head of a just shucked 
geoduck (cold is not kind to the little critter), retracted into a tiny 
button, the foreskin furling in on itself until the folds resembled an 
unholy combination of a vaginal cavity and a crumbling caldera. 
Beneath the murky film of filth (my filth) I watched my flaccid penis 
float upright, a swaying skyscraper of flesh with a passing 
resemblance to bleached (read: dead) coral, the lapping surface 
refracting the light in such a way that my penis almost shimmered, 
flashed between existences, yet I felt it stand still, not perceiving an 
iota of quake. The image, its representation, moved before mine eyes 
yet I knew it was not in motion; so transfixed was I that I only noticed 
I had to pee after the volcano began spewing its yellow plumes 
(disappointedly dehydrated, alas) and a wave of almost sexual relief 
flooded over my inflamed meatsack. The yellow plumes dissipated 
into the soupy sea until another eruption beckoned, and I watched as 
if my penis was an alien appendage dancing in the bath, the curse of 
the Itch banished from my distracted thoughts until the moment I 
worked up the courage to exit. I suffered under the Itch for a week 
until covid deigned to loose its grip, alas a grip not strong enough to 
release me from my mortal tether. Still do I wander this accurséd land 
as one marked for death, a «burden» to my insurance plan, a parasite 
who suckles on the state teat to the tune of three hundred thousand a 
year, tribute keeping the farce from ending. The very act of living was 
daily a process, a procedure of nebulisers and pills, too tiring to 
continue but too terrifying to stop. So here I stood, suppressing my 
cough in a futile attempt to prevent Cronos from rolling on and 
startling the cat into motion, subjecting myself to the burning that 
comes with forbidding my lungs their sacred act of cleansing like I 
was fifteen again, losing my cool in front of AP Chem, counting to ten 
as my face turned red and my bronchi succumbed to the flames in 
order to space out my coughs now breaching a dozen, pretending that 
anybody at all in a classroom filled with uninterested teens 
daydreaming of weed and Minecraft cared about my moderately 
disruptive bodily functions as the teacher droned on about titration. I 
resented the cough’s way of bringing attention to my physical form, 
preventing me from imaging that I was and am merely intellect 
observing life; the unmistakable sound was proof that I was trapped 
«here», that I was chained to gravity and the limits of the possible my 


corporeal form entailed, and worst of all unable to prevent or escape 
the gaze of an Other, their piercing eyes burning into my flesh like the 
sounds of a never ending bell, chiming again and again in joyous 
melody, tribute and reminder that my mind is and was bound to my 
embodied flesh, that there exists Something outside the hallways of 
my neurons and I cannot blot it out much as I longed to, that the 
world retains no cloister to which I can escape and merely Be, that I 
am condemned forever to Perceive and Be Perceived. I debased myself 
to avoid the perception of those already committed to ignoring my 
existence; the kids and cat both had things other than my crippled 
form on their minds, yet still I shovelled coals on the fire that was my 
lungs in a failing attempt to avoid further psychic damage from a 
world committed to its, my psyche’s, breaking. The oaks at my side, 
the cardboard box homes, the metal slides and parched grasses 
longing for a rain that looked progressively more unlikely to come, all 
seemed to burn with the tightening of my airways as I continued to 
dam up the coming cough. It wouldn’t be long now before I expelled a 
sound and announced myself to the still paused cat just down the 
pathway and brought upon me the horrible consequences of existence- 
for-others. On the wind I felt the gentlest stirring, the perception of 
which was slight enough to draw my attention away from the dam so 
that it burst with expected speed as I doused the flames running 
rampant in my lungs with my dampening cough, wet and full of 
phlegm. All coughs for the lung-stricken are potentially productive 
events, taught as I’d been since a babe that coughs existed for the 
same purpose as my percussive vest and salt water nebulisers: sputum 
expulsion. What lay dormant in my lungs, sticky breeding grounds for 
bacteria, must be cast out, the cough being the final step in the 
expulsion. Even now I do not waste a cough—a pause, big breath in to 
maximise airflow, another pause to allow the air to settle into the 
deepest reaches of the airways, and then pull the trigger («modern» 
English is such a revolting language). I followed (and follow) this 
protocol without thinking, a «natural» part of my me-ness, at all 
moments of the day, even then, at the moment where I most did not 
want to cough, where any production would be caught (by design) 
behind the fabric layers of my KN95, condemning the rest of my 
awkward journey to the smell of pseudomonas, even when the 
slightest effort at production would undoubtedly lead the now-paused 
cat to scurry away from the well-lit pathway and into the dark of the 
grass, unfairly unpet lay mine hand that would be raised in the air to 
smother my productive attempt with my elbow, another automatic 
action rendered moot by the aforementioned (hopefully legitimate) 
KN95 automatically attached to my face to serve as a social marker 
that I belonged to the group that acknowledged that indeed an Event 


had occurred and the bell of his=story could not be unrung. 
Mercifully my lungs were as clear as the night sky (or a bell), a night 
sky curiously free of the clouds that promised the rain my weather 
app assured me was coming, and I coughed without incident into the 
cloth face covering, my fire-laden vision turning to black as I finished 
the potentially productive manoeuvre into the cool nighttime air. 
When my sense returned I felt the rumble of the arriving LIRR (Penn 
Station bound, next stop Mets-Willets Point, the rear two cars will not 
open) train on the track above, the rattling of the train cars whirring 
to a stop on the platform; I tracked the train’s stopping to catalogue if 
the pilot missed the platform with the first two cars, a frequent 
happening as of late, the standards of the MTA dipping with every 
subsequent covid wave that killed off or inspired an early retirement 
of their most experienced crop, but I smiled with pleasure that the 
M9® did not initiate a mad scramble for the exit among the 
unfortunate few trapped in the cars that missed the platform, for the 
count of cars in that category emerged to be zero (a rail driver worth 
their salt!). In the distraction of the train’s arrival I lost the sound of 
my cough despite knowing I just conjured it from the quiet, and 
realised that the now-missing cat must have absconded, scared off by 
the dolphin whine of the Kawasaki Heavy Industries™-engine gliding 
to a halt rather than the sound of my own cough; it perhaps never 
even knew I was there (doubtful given the impressive hearing of the 
twilight hunter but a possibility nonetheless). Thanks to our fealty to 
the Machine I avoided the burden of Recognition, costing only a brief 
period of self-immolation beneath the indifferent, silently screaming 
branches of oaks. I was released from my mimicry of the once-paused 
cat and resumed my ill-fated walk towards the dim sum stand as the 
train, now full with Manhattan-destined passengers brave enough to 
enter those wastes by means of the «Superstorm» Sandy-battered East 
River tunnel, twice slated for repairs and twice struck down by a 
federal government that had entirely ceded any pretence of action 
besides bearing witness to its own unravelling, pulled away from the 
platform and headed to the short station at what was once known as 
Shea Stadium, since «rebranded» as the plaything of a bank too big to 
fail. The noise from the train fading into the invisible fog of the world 
of once-being, step by step I moved towards the roadway. In my post- 
cough haze I decided to lower my mask briefly (the path ahead was 
devoid of any pathogen-carry threats, so-called vectors of disease that 
all those outside the household had become in recent years) to filter- 
feed the leaf-cleaned air swirling round the projects, restoring some 
vital capacity to my loosened lungs with the balm of relatively petrol- 
free oxygen. How sweet the air of my druid-frightened yew 
worshipper=ancestors must have been on their island free from 


Roman paterfamilias and Persian fire gods, idyllic in its latent potential 
for «true» starvation, starvation due to lack of supply rather than the 
modern distribution «dilemma» that remained (and remains) 
eminently solvable. A few more steps amidst the silent concrete spires 
sufficed to refill my tank (even wo/man is debased to the level of 
machine) as I slid back on my mask so that I might keep my identity 
hidden, only glass-augmented eyes staring out at the darkening world. 
The shades of our American shame began to apparate from the 
spectral world, filling in the empty gaps of pavement with their 
granny carts and impatient glances at one another, hoping there’d be 
enough potatoes left in the bank to keep them fed for another week. 
Every Saturday they queued like abominable Englishmen, queued in 
their hundreds for the food pantry to my left, located in the basement 
of the street-side bloc, and every Saturday I darted between their 
camaraderie to get my breakfast, laundering my guilt with a recurring 
$20 donation to that selfsame food pantry, lying to keep myself so- 
called sane, fooling myself (in the parlance of the times «gaslighting» 
even) that my dollars were all that kept a family (or many families) 
from starvation, despite the vastly unequal distribution of those 
dollars directly benefiting my 401k and directly starving that selfsame 
family (or families) I pretended to keep aloft with my generous gift 
that on a good day might afford an entire box of kiwis or a crate of 
half decayed apples, dewormed but not exactly cleaned. Even now 
they haunted me with unfixed stares, and I grew indignant they they 
had none, no indignity, for my pathetic passing. By rights I deserved a 
beating from those I stole from on the daily, yet they continuously 
elected not to provide the deserved beating, not even taking a beat to 
stare into my guilt-ridden face. They just waited for their grapes and 
their carrots, chatting about the frigid wind amongst themselves, 
paying no mind that in their wake walked the one who kept their 
bellies empty. The abstraction on which our world spun was perhaps 
too much for these ghosts, but still I quickened my pace when I 
spotted the end of the oak lined path that emptied onto 41st Road. I 
could smell the refuse filled street even at this distance, cardboard 
boxes flattened atop rotting cabbages and splintered baijiu bottles, 
kept rat free only thanks to the diligent work of the royals nearby, the 
very act of «work» almost negating their regal pedigree. The line of 
impoverished spirits who refused to hand me a thrashing snaked down 
the right side of the street and disappeared behind the chassis of 
parked Ford F-150™s and Porsche Cayenne®s, cowardly purchases by 
those who longed for the glamour of pour shh eh but could not stand to 
be so low to the taxpayer scented concrete or bare to be without the 
con Wien ants of four seats, so I righted my ship and angled towards 
the left, looking that same direction before crossing the crumbling 


roadway sans crosswalk for neither bus nor SUV deigned to venture 
down this one-way detour at this hour of dusk. I emerged from the 
roadway unflattened by machine and unbruised by the unthreatening 
shades milling about and found myself on the roughly paved sidewalk 
just a hair too narrow for two strangers to pass side by side without 
brushing shoulders, a function of the typically American penchant for 
mass expansion, both personal and pathological, over the last century 
or so. I told myself (lying) that I followed the path on the left side of 
the street not because of the haunting—to acknowledge I was 
changing the course I had set to placate a spectral army was not a 
bridge of madness I had come to terms with crossing—nor because I 
wanted to avoid the curious gazes of the so-called sex workers 
consciously conspicuously clad in their red puffer jacket = uniforms by 
the scaffolding of the soon-to-be T-Mobile™ retail centre, the so-called 
sex workers whose unspoken connection to the «illicity gave me a 
feeling of unease despite my protestations of liberatory sexual politics, 
nor even the fact that I needed cash for both the dumplings as well as 
the (pizza) pie from the ATM nestled inside the narrow mall resting on 
this side of the crumbling street, no, I told myself that I skirted the 
right side of the street in favour of the left because I wanted to avoid a 
premature conclusion to my daydream of shrimp dumplings from the 
dim sum stand that was by this hour (another glance at my non- 
existent timepiece, the endless pangs of regret and guilt at my blood 
soaked way of living) likely shuttered for the night. At distance, on the 
left side of the crumbling street, I could continue to stoke my hope 
with feigned glimpses of light that may indicate the stand yet lives, 
but passing it directly before crossing to grab some cash, the elusive 
yet omnipresent so-called money form, would put an end to these 
pleasant dreams by revealing it, the dim sum stand serving shrimp 
dumplings, was either open or, as was more likely and indeed my 
great fear, a fear that to even speak aloud was to will it, the fear, into 
existence, the shrimp producing dim sum stand was either open or as 
was more likely (and the fear buried deep inside my still beating 
heart) closed, condemning me to the dark, dumplingless night I feared 
awaited me. I wanted to live in this night for a bit longer, savour the 
unmatched bouncy texture of wheat flour over shrimp being ripped up 
by my expensive teeth, wrestled into place over years of metal wiring 
and Sisyphean retainer wearing stopped at a whim when the rotting 
smell of bacterial plastic became too much for me to stomach, a futile 
process of teeth shaping in a parental quest to make sure their child 
«belonged». I continued down the street musing on the empty stench 
of the orthodontist office, mistaking the other walkers for ghosts or 
NPCs as I became lost in my constructed recollections, and paid them 
no mind. I travelled past the burnt husk of the corner dim sum parlour 


that suspiciously caught fire during the peak of the Delta wave and 
thought its ruined environs perfect for the spectre to my right. The 
sign of a thoroughly financialised society, sick to its guts: when it 
makes more «financial» sense to burn down your restaurant for the 
insurance payout, fraud charges be damned, than continue to operate 
as a meal purveyor with hopelessly meagre margins—this was the 
third place this year alone to find itself in flames, their charred 
remains adding further «atmosphere» to an increasingly horrific, 
hollowed-out downtown. I pushed the sun-faded Coke™ can on the 
glass shard covered table out of my mind, detesting that even in decay 
I was subject to the pervasive reminder of brand-based meatspace, I 
pushed the reminder of sugary-drink sponsored death squads out of 
my overrun mind and focused on avoiding the rotting cardboard 
beneath my feet, inexplicably damp despite the protection of the 
endlessly rusting scaffolds overhead. Between the eternal scaffolding’s 
(erected after the con Wein Ent fire) steel supports I caught sight of the 
light, hope, from the food hall; I did not look further into discerning 
its source, whether that be from the dim sum stand or the jianbing 
counter I regularly assaulted with my toneless Mandarin, in order to 
keep the lie healthy and fed. I arrived with soft steps at the entrance 
to the narrow mall, gentle fluorescent radiation emanating through 
the wood striped glass that formed a brief homage to the Taiwanese (a 
contentious term, but surely one that flows better than Chinese 
Taipeinese or nominally non-mainland Chinese) fusion of mainlander 
and Japanese taste, homage to their twinned colonial masters. Steeling 
myself for the crowd of Asian faces that undoubtedly awaited me just 
beyond the door, I entered as I thought a white (much as I loathe and 
attempt not to identify with such a label, for whiteness itself is a 
spook and parasite, a terminal case of brainworms, I am forever 
Perceived and afforded so-called privileges through this artless 
identity) man should in establishments I recognised as not belonging 
to «my» world—Flushing being more similar to a Tier 3 Chinese city 
than an urban satellite of New York. Mainly, I entered as a humble 
guest, delighted at the invitation I had not so much received as 
invented, conjured up from the ether of a nation state seeped and 
soaked in the waters of whiteness to an almost nauseating degree, I 
entered head bowed and eyes affixed to a floor I did not really believe 
I was worthy of stepping on, or at least that was the fiction I told 
myself to appropriately play the part expected of me when entering 
the establishment as the aforementioned feigned humble guest. And 
indeed inside the mall, hermetically sealed with stagnant air and eerie 
silence that provided a stark and rather unnerving contrast with the 
noisy buzz of the just-exited street, lay a crowd of masked faces 
swarming the bubble tea counter, bloodsuckers patiently waiting for 


their fruit flavoured vials so necessary to their continued social 
survival. They hovered in place, still but pulsating like fighters on a 
character selection screen from Street Fighter™ or Mortal Kombat®, 
each a character with their own unique physiognomies betraying a 
lifetime of disappointment and muted joy, an enormous mound of 
painful memories scarred into their noses and foreheads, a defeated 
human mass washed ashore and into this silent mall. In keeping with 
this defeated demeanour, none dared even look at my coming. It was 
an awkward dance round the mob, shoulder first weaving my way 
through to the empty white of the mall interior, a void of closed shops 
and misplaced boxes stacked atop one another. I hesitate to use the 
phrase «liminal space», it having since been stripped of all nuance by 
the mememeisters of the Althing who delight in rigid binaries and 
gatekeeping, but the gentle hum of the fluorescents; the stark white 
ceiling and metal grated storefronts; the narrow corridor of the 
hallway=mall slowly contracting; the large crowd of vampiric tea 
acolytes coupled with the barren wastes beyond; all these elements 
combined to make the label an undeniable button longing to be 
pressed, the perfect phrase to encapsulate the in-between space 
stretching out before me. Perhaps the only barrier to full liminality 
was the open ice cream counter, lorded over by a masked youth lost in 
the revelries of her web connected looking glass, a single lifeform in a 
lifeless cosmos to shatter the veil of loneliness. I had to stop myself 
from chastising her neglect of the counter in the face of a potential 
customer (how deep the brainworms lie!)—there are no potential 
customers on a cold spring night for frigid ice cream, the parlour open 
more to assuage the whims of its Small Business Tyrant than serve any 
patron who stops by; what did this underpaid girl scrolling from video 
to video in a long string of timepass care about her boss’s ego? As I 
sauntered past I recalled that some nights earlier I bore witness to the 
awkward flirting of a too old man (always the same scenes in this 
unoriginal farce) attempting to entice this same youth to a date, 
unsuccessfully I might add (not that such an outcome was in doubt), 
and I was glad that tonight she could avoid such feigned pleasantries 
«customer service» oft required, where the most polite and detached 
nod could be interpreted by an alienated pay tron as affection; instead 
of participating in these ugly delusions she was afforded the 
opportunity to stare endlessly at her phone, mouth undoubtedly agape 
underneath her sky blue mask (though only hospital grade, not even 
KF94, tsk tsk) as she let the collective consciousness of restless 
Zoomers wash over her. I quickly reached the terminus of the mall, a 
little space I could pretend was a courtyard surrounded by shuttered 
food stalls serving Taiwanese gua bao and bento boxes, my prize lying 
to the side, oddly roped off behind an ill-placed stanchion, which 


(thanks to its association with airport lines and temporality) only 
served to reinforce the connection with the word liminal once again at 
the forefront of my brain=screen. Panic flashed as my mind rolled 
over the meaning of an ATM sheltered behind a post and chain—was 
it broken? I tried to draw a mental map of the nearest ATM, but 
realised it was a useless attempt: we were too close to the top of the 
hour (at least according to my deficient light-based timekeeping), 
heralding the end of service and the change of the guard, for me to get 
cash from another spot (whether that be the Wallgreens™ 
masquerading as the «dead brand» of Duane Reade® or the locked 
ATM antechamber (to keep out the bedless and the frigid from the 
warmth that naturally poured out from the money form) preceding 
the Chase© bank round the corner) and still secure the dreamed of 
dumplings. No, the working order of this money machine (in environs 
that felt so clean (like a money machine), sterile, airport-like (I bet I 
could smoke you)) would make or break the already dubious hope I 
harboured for shrimp dumplings. I approached with trepidation, loath 
to acknowledge that the Vestal flame of my high expectations, a flame 
we always hope burns eternal, was liable to be extinguished by a 
crude automaton and its handful of silicon, most likely mined by the 
dismal citizens of smog filled Baotuo, sweat covered and absolutely 
exhausted, for my personal amusement. To my delight the ATM still 
gave hopeful light, its decidedly 90’s screen=UI of a crudely drawn 
globe centred on North America, the accepted nexus of the world 
(which didn’t really exist beyond the realm of Turtle Island anyway to 
the majority imprisoned there (here) for life), an ATM screen=UI 
unadorned with any kind of OUT OF ORDER popup. There were still 
plenty of avenues for failure in a machine so fickle, connected to an 
outdated banking infrastructure held together with COBOL code 
nobody knew how to read and an FTP server whose antiquity 
outpaced the average American’s age by a good decade, it was still 
liable to fail. In fact I remembered it already had, in circumstances 
similar to this night’s, during a quest some moons ago for cash to pay 
the dumpling vendor via an ATM outside a tourist = trap store on Mott 
Street selling goods like the one, the tourist=trap store, Pd seen just 
days (or weeks, months even) prior peddling cussword shirts in the 
bowels of the Garden coming home from the au pair ah just before I 
slipped into my stupor=slumber, an ATM in the pouring rain that 
illuminated Chinatown with neon reflection reminiscent of a 
cyberpunk film dripping with Orientalism and fear of Replacement by 
a pan-Asian menace, an ATM in that now hollowed out district which 
has packed up and moved to here (Flushing), or Sunset Park in the 
deep reaches of the county of Kings, moved on account of rent and 
indifference, a city (really, a collection of people, a murder even) 


indifferent to the washing away of centuries of illustrious history, an 
ATM that in my hour of need ate my debit card whole and stranded 
me cashless in the capital of tax evasion (and thereby CASH ONLY), 
adrift with a rumbling stomach and no means to sate it, it was this 
outcome, a lack of cash and no means to get it, I feared might repeat 
on this springtime evening. I crossed my fingers and held my nose at 
the $2 fee levied by the rentiers, absent and unworking, that would 
make even Adam Smith fume with unbridled rage at a fully 
finacialised «economy» undergoing piecemeal collapse, where the rate 
of profit has sunk so low that there’s more to be made fleecing 
mattress purchasers with «payment plans» than selling and producing 
the selfsame mattresses, I held my nose at the insulting charge and 
began to root around my inner pocket for the soft and supple leather 
of my wallet, cashless and card-stuffed, inside which lay my debit 
card, just recently augmented with a so-called chip-and-pin system 
only a decade after the rest of the card carrying Global North and 
indeed after many of the losers of the economic lottery hence dubbed 
the «developing world» had upgraded, after these developing nations 
had developed, at least in the area of telecommunications. The supple 
leather (can’t get that damned phrase, no doubt implanted by a 
campaign at the hands of marketers long since composted, out of my 
overstuffed head) was the manifestation of a finite chain of misery 
carried out so that I might admire its continued suppleness—the 
leather, skinned from a single Tuscan cow fed with the grains of 
Abruzzo, collected by overworked farmhands who underwent 
grotesque trials just to cross the once-Roman lake and escape from a 
nation ravaged by the very forces they were now obliged to 
participate in and perpetuate; the cow slaughtered in bloody efficiency 
by a steel blade mined in Elba from a space-visible earthen scar by 
equally scarred hands and lungs, a steel blade forged in the mountains 
outside snowy Turin; leather fashioned into a wallet by the 
painstaking stitches of a Florentine shoemaker whose workshop 
overflowed with surplus leather scrapes, a workshop built by 
labourers from the South who lived and died in squalor, a workshop 
sitting atop the bones of the generational dead in their dozens, the 
sheer sediment of human remains providing the bedrock and 
foundation upon which the building lay, the congealed «organic 
matter» of pre-Jurassic life burned in offering to the petrol gods to 
keep it, the workshop, warm and lit for the shoemaker to complete his 
work, hopefully with less regular banging than Hans Sachs and with 
more skill than that distracted meistersinger; a «product» transported 
to me by rail and ship built and operated by hundreds of souls, 
spectres some, guzzling the same petrol offerings seen in the 
workshop, offerings that always require a future sacrifice, a forfeiting 


of life from an unfortunate in the Global South (always the South) 
who did not know the comfort of blood-drenched air conditioning or 
water on demand, a siphoning of time from a person duly condemned 
to die for my pleasure. I could calculate the cost of this wallet in 
human lives, but to stare longer into this chain of misery that ended in 
my breast pocket was a road towards madness, not the kind of 
madness feared by Wagner=Sachs but an eldritch horror I did not 
intend to unleash upon my unshielded mind. Nietzsche went mad 
from the casual violence of a horse whipping—I thank the demiurge 
he did not live long enough to witness «just-in-time» logistics; or 
perhaps, however, such foreknowledge would have been a mercy and 
saved him the trouble of all that useless scribbling—he would have 
offed himself forthwith. Unlike the demonic machine into which I slid 
my plastic (read: petroleum product) card, the supple wallet’s progeny 
was finite and, in broad outlines at least, knowable; I could pretend to 
rationalise my place in this nightmarish chain as the final link, I was 
the sole cause of all this suffering and carnage, this world ending 
production, and I would carry this, the supple wallet and source of the 
cacodemon, all of my dismal life, but at least it was over, final, done. 
No additional killings would be carried out on my behalf, and in a 
twisted sense the «quality» of the wallet afforded protection against 
me triggering another chain and restarting the Rube Goldberg 
machine of suffering that was the predicate of a globalist consumerism 
currently in vogue. I had a lifetime to work off the death=debt 
stitched into its supple form so long as I paid lip service to the lie that 
death—or, if I were to avoid the passive parlance of our journalistic 
mode, so-called social murder—could be atoned for with something 
other than the guillotine. This infernal ATM, this machine in front of 
me was an altogether different beast, not a finite chain but an always 
spinning wheel, the turning wheel of Wallerstein’s World System that 
provided me with «well worked» treats and Baotou with dust, 
desolation, and sky high infant mortality. In praying for the ATM to 
dispense my cowrie shells I was in effect praying for the death of an 
untold number of people in the near and distant future, horrible and 
obscene deaths made possible only by the labour of all our distant 
generations, beaten and broken. The finite cost of a single 
semiconductor alone, chock full of Rare Earth Metals and materials I 
could not name (let alone pretend to locate their source on a globe) 
was almost entirely unknowable, the most heinous example of Leonard 
Read’s mere a kill of the Invisible Hand directing a system of misery to 
produce a mundane (or in this case, unlike his damned pencil, a 
mindbogglingly complex, magical even) commodity for sale in the all- 
knowing marketplace, as if the unknowable nature of pencil production 
was proof positive of the Washington Consensus that cloaks the 


creation of all things, elevating the mundane act of cherry picking to a 
magical enterprise in order to obscure its true cost and hide the fact 
that a world made is a world that can be unmade. The more troubling 
aspect of this machine, this endless turning wheel, was that it was all 
«connected», always on, always running via data centres and coal. 
Every time I touched my supple leather wallet I was merely reminded 
of the misery I caused, each subsequent reminder quieter than the last, 
easier to dismiss, a guilt that dissipated like castles of sand on a flood 
plain. With the ATM, each touch of a button burned more electricity, 
sent more photons and data down the tubes of the internet, let out 
another gasp of carbon=sin into an increasingly full atmosphere, and 
thereby continued to turn the wheel, robbing an additional percentage 
of a life from the future and burning it for my convenience. Every 
click let out a scream at a consistent volume, a volume I could not 
ignore or dismiss and that promised only madness at the end of an 
excruciatingly long performance, only hellfire. I could not tell if the 
scream was for the workers extinguished in the factory collapses of 
the Great Typhoon that destroyed Kaohsiung in 2027, the wild fires of 
2030s California suffocating a young asthmatic girl who couldn’t 
afford an inhaler due to the so-called biomedical industrial complex 
and couldn’t make it to the hospital on account of the Los Angeles 
traffic that Elon Musk promised to fix with his myriad gadgetbahns, 
the wet bulb event in Lahore that ended life both young and old by 
the thousands in 2025 and again in 2042, a chorus of screams all 
indistinguishable from one another, all alike in their agony and my 
culpability in that same agony. And yet, like a madman, or perhaps 
more accurately a callous tyrant, the liberal caricature of a cackling 
Stalin, I still prayed for my $40 ($20 for the dumplings (doubtful), 
another $20 for the pizza) to come rolling out of the ATM, I still 
prayed despite the screams that the wheel would turn and not get 
caught on a pop up that relayed the news that the death machine 
could not commune with The Serve Her and would therefore have to 
temporarily forfeit the instalment based murder spree, please try again 
later, an outcome that would surely put an end to my vain dreams of 
dumpling delicacies on this cold night, condemning those whose 
deaths I already sealed by my clicks to a meaningless end caused by 
an ill fated attempt to eat; at least let them expire in the knowledge 
that their uncomprehended and unseen sacrifice let me walk away 
with a sated appetite, a full belly rather than a disappointed sigh. 
Unfortunately for the unborn losers destined to an unfulfilling life in 
the rapidly desertifying tropics the ATM began to sound the notes of 
whirring, the sorting and dispensing of cash undoubtedly moments 
away, having successfully received affirmative instruction from the 
spiders web (EW) to release the zeroes and ones residing in the 


SQLite database from digital representation and forging them into the 
corporeal form of cash, cash by the dozen housed in its, the ATM’s, 
petroleum = plastic walls that at least one of the bubble tea addicts 
near the escape hatch to this submersible eyed with jealous intent. I 
was rewarded for my patience and rather poor compartmentalisation 
skills with two crisp (I reside under legal obligation to preface all 
representations of just-dispensed bills with «crisp» per the Unwritten 
Word Descriptor Convergence Act of the Twittering Era, apologies to 
the reader, not that this demented manuscript will ever have a reader 
outside the crackling fires I will cast it into) twenties, Jacksons in the 
so-called street slang, the stoic face of Presidential bloodlust 
reminding me that the existence of this state and its money form is 
predicated on oceans of blood and bondage, a land that can never be 
washed clean as avenging ghosts do not respond particularly well to 
Windex™, plant-based cleaning agent or no. I pocketed the bills and 
my supple wallet back into my breast coat pocket, turned up the 
collars of my jacket to project a confident air with which I hoped to 
inspire the parched patrons to part for my passage, and took leave of 
the helpful but devious machine without so much as a salute— 
acknowledgement of its utility, especially in meatspace, would come 
across as rather uncouth, a breach of respectability that went far 
beyond the hidden nightmares behind the everyday movement and 
release of money. It was decorum that helped bind this rapidly rusting 
imperium together, decorum and a sense of hypernormalisation in the 
face of collapsing roadways and state services ceded to a private 
sector intent only on rent farming, and I played my part in accepting 
the scores of corpse piles as merely the cost of doing biz Ness with a 
sartorial swipe, sprezzatura infused, of my jacket to rid the surface of 
visible cat hairs (unsuccessfully I might add—they’re adhesive 
buggers). Down the corridor I trundled, bag and bills in tow, too 
pleased with myself in unfeeling content with money retrieval, 
enjoying the last few moments before my dreams were torn asunder 
by an empty food hall erroneously and uneconomically still lit well 
into the night. I passed again the ice cream tsar lost in her phone, 
blissfully unaware of the titan who just now marched past in almost 
fascistic cadence, my boots slamming into the uncleaned tile floor and 
reverberating across the entire enclave, an unmistakable marker of my 
coming. The tea drinkers heralded the stirring of trumpets and cleared 
a path appropriate for my regal form, their masked faces betraying 
them for the supplicants they really were, and I pitied them, with their 
pathetic little lives where escape from their Work From Home pits to 
fetch a jelly-laden passionfruit black tea at sundown was the highlight 
of their miserable day spent kowtowing to bosses and middle 
managers over webcam whilst browsing a presumably satirical 


WikiHow© page on the steps to hang yourself with household objects 
until dead, living their pathetic little lives only to step aside for the 
passing of a man potentially even more pathetic, who dreamt of 
dumplings despite foreknowledge of failure, a man who fretted over 
the consequences of ignoring work too much to do anything during 
work hours besides frantically pretend to do work that he had no 
intention of ever doing, a no-mans-land between skirting and 
accomplishing work where nothing at all gets done other than the 
aimless act of worrying, a man who in this paralysis of indecision 
hoped to reward his cowardice with dumplings that would prove 
ultimately unobtainable, only the idea of which would provide the 
balm for a rotten day. As I pushed, Ezio Auditore-like, from my person 
to assist my slow movement towards the oil soaked air and raw 
disappointment, as I moved these lifeless automatons out of the way 
of my royal personage I perceived an anomaly, a combo-break nestled 
inside the unremarkable group—an old woman, masked of course, 
who was handed carton after carton of milk (ultrapasteurized for the 
month long expiration date, as capitalist efficiency cares far more 
about longevity of ingredients than taste (not as if the drinkers would 
even notice, their tastebuds blasted to Mars and beyond by the cruel 
facsimiles of flavour contained in FLAMIN’ HOT® CHEETOS® or 
Double Stuf OREOs™)), carton after carton of cow’s discharge to place 
in her bright red metal granny cart, two cartons away from being 
stuffed to the brim, although she would have been able to fit a few 
more if the cartons were organised in any fashion rather than 
haphazardly thrown as if pressed for time, trying to escape from an 
unseen horror lurking just beyond the chilly ice cream counter. In my 
confusion to discern what was unfolding in front of me I slowed my 
own escape from the (in my case) all-too-seen horror lurking just 
beyond the chilly ice cream counter and took stock: the woman, not 
uniformed (not a worker in an official capacity, then), decades older 
than any of the staff, was being handed ultrapasteurized milk cartons 
that were clearly full from the way workers and woman both handled 
them, heavy with liquid, sloshing, she was handed milk cartons by the 
cartful and was in the midst of preparing to leave; why? Was she the 
relative of one of the tea baristas, down on her luck and deriving 80% 
of her caloric intake from dairy alone, her grandnephew willing to 
bare the wrath of his boss=tyrant by slipping her some almost- 
expired tributes; or perhaps just a milk fiend, insatiable in her desire, 
bribing the staff for offerings; or maybe she was the matriarch of 
dozens of lactose-tolerant cats commanding her to supply their nightly 
drink lest she sleep amidst a cacophony of mews and meows; or 
maybe, instead of a relative she was actually the petit bourgeois owner 
of this franchised outpost (the franchise being the easiest way for the 


oligarchs to profit without risk or effort besides the slightest hit to 
their «brand prestige» were she to go belly up) driven insane by the 
merciless nightly slap of the Invisible Hand, so distrusting of her 
employees that each dusk around closing time she made her trek from 
her detached home in Murray Hill (her mistrust extending to physical 
proximity of other lodgers, detached an absolute necessity for her to 
get any semblance of sleep) to her store, a pilgrimage so that she may 
defend her precious milk from pilfering, and she therefore carts it 
home every night, leaving her twenty somethings thirsty and 
dehydrated, she a thrall to her ingredients, her entire mind colonised 
and indeed overrun with worry over the most ridiculous ways her 
precarious business could fail, literally crying over the threat of spilt 
milk. Her haste, her needy hands almost clawing at the milk as it was 
handed over, her crazed eyes and moist lips recently licked behind her 
mask yet shockingly and confusingly visible, lent credence to my latter 
theory—worse than a milk drinker, she was a (may the demiurge 
forgive me for writing these words) small business owner, that 
particular class of people so positively unhinged in our so-called 
society. Were I not imprisoned in the matrix of decorum (and not 
wearing a mask) I would have spat on her unclean tiling Diogenes-like 
to signal my disgust, but the conditions of the world we live in meant 
I was filled with more cowardice than resolve, so much so that when 
she began to move towards the exit with her overflowing cart I sped 
up again so that I might reach the door before her frail form and 
harvest a few points of gratitude from this cancerous mass too 
mistrusting to let her hand off of her cartons and open the door in the 
presence of so-called Others. At the opening of the door by mine own 
hand, helpful and courteous, I was hit with a wall of sound and stink 
that she rolled directly through, unfazed, avoiding my expectant eyes 
until I appeared in front of her franticly shaking granny cart on the 
silent pavement, pleased I could both collect the cash necessary for 
the rest of the night and laud my politeness and superiority over this 
wretch scrambling to escape without giving me what was my due. 
Withering under my gaze she bestowed upon me a gruff nod, filled 
with begrudging contempt, before absconding into the coming 
evening and behind her fortified stronghold, at the centre of which lay 
her endless fridges where she cackled at the lives snuffed out to keep 
her milk cool and unstolen, she walked until she disappeared beyond 
my vision into the Berkeleyian haze, popping out of existence entirely. 
I had won this little game against the now non-existent being trapped 
in the state of post-Becoming in the shards of Severino’s madness, and 
she, in her proximity to death by nature of her age, would in all 
likelihood never extend an olive branch (not that I, in return, would 
ever accept) and try another round; I was lucky she was but a she 


(presumably) as her gender expression precluded the inclusion of mass 
shooting inside her toolbox of «acceptable» responses; I would get the 
privilege to live another day in this coughing imperium unmolested by 
the vengeful hollow-point rounds of an Other that I had intentionally 
slighted just to inflate my shallow sense of self worth I pretended I did 
not have, what a joy it is to live in the blesséd time of our Lord in the 
greatest nationstate to ever grace this collective delusion we call the 
whirl duh. I relished in the hum of victory a while longer, self 
satisfyingly admiring my cape-like coat and unhunched posture with a 
pleased grin, putting off the collapse of the dream for another few 
seconds, pretending that the curtain was not moments away from 
falling, I danced in smug vainglory until I could no longer resist the 
Siren song of defeat just outside my peripheral vision like the eldritch 
horrors threatening to creep up on my prostrate shell during the 
weekly night terrors, but unlike my experiences deep in the night 
under sweat-drenched covers here I could turn my head towards the 
source of the terror, here I could put an end to this overwhelming itch 
of approaching failure by accepting its coming with open arms, the 
embrace of a well worn patriarch who knows the unstoppable end, 
donner la mort, is at hand. And indeed I do, I did, turning my head 
from that Irish fae=fog towards the lights of the food hall across the 
street only partially obscured by the cowardly SUVs and abandoned 
scooters widely lauded as «the solution» to last mile transit but that 
have turned out to be nothing more than buzzing wasps with the 
added feature of rusting, I turned to face the lights that helped to hide 
the true nature, or rather the so-called operating status, of the food 
hall that proclaimed its hours extended beyond seven thirty (a check 
of the watch I had sent off to the elves of the Black Forest, another 
pang of psychic damage at the perception of the turning wheel and 
the screams therein) but was plain to see for any who would dare look 
that the food hall was empty, closed, devoid of all activity and no 
longer serving dumplings or bao or shumai or sticky rice or any of the 
other delicacies that made living here, this facsimile of a third tier 
Chinese city, «worth it» for folks like me. I detest the word crestfallen 
but alas it is appropriate here, or rather was, for I watched the (my) 
carefully constructed facade crumble with Shadowfax swiftness, 
leaving me crestfallen (yes), abandoned and shipwrecked on an island 
of hunger and dashed hope. I pretended to hex that dumpling 
establishment but found my heart wasn’t in it: to curse a blessed place 
that provided nourishment on the regular was to break with xenia, the 
sacred law of hosts, scorned and forgotten in this land beyond time 
but still lingering, this law anthropomorphised by my depressingly 
unoriginal mind looking down on a browning, muddied Turtle Island 
with a confused mix of pity and you get what you fucking deserve; to 


break with this law twas to loop me into the receiving end of that 
confused mix, a risk I was not willing to chance. All told I attempted 
to wallow in my disappointment, shower myself with pity well 
deserved, and found the pool wanting, running on empty even—I had, 
in my long string of half-hearted denials as to the reality of the shop’s 
closing, already mourned, accepted the outcome, and moved on to 
anticipate the all-too-open pizza parlour just a block away where I 
could sate my now surging hunger with a medium pie prepared in the 
paltry wait time of fifteen minutes, cheesy, hot, crispy crust, a 
hallmark of the city whether I was in faux China or the Balkan-run 
(with the most affected bootleg Italian drawls) Disneyfied street 
masquerading as a fading district called «Little Italy» on Mulberry and 
Grand. The only thing left was to tie up my dumpling saga with a 
phone call to Her, the blanket covered cat cuddler, to let Her know 
the devastating news: the very purpose of my mission that rushed me 
out the door, forgetting a replacement watch in the process of 
scrambling against the unseen clock, was now lost. I surely thought 
She would be more crestfallen (yes) than I, as She had little time to 
mourn and «pivot», but Her reaction was a swift aw followed by a 
tender request to hurry home; I had forgotten that it was only I, upon 
waking from my sloth=sleep, who was voracious for any kind of food. 
We blew kisses through the phone as goodbye at the same time, and I 
returned from the heavenly heights of adoration = warmth to the filth 
of the sidestreet illuminated by flickering mineshaft lights held aloft 
on the scaffold innards, surrounded by suicidal moths and mosquitoes 
that even this second could be carrying malaria (the city having 
recently tumbled from humid continental to humid subtropical, 
robbing me of the beauty contained within late autumnal memento 
mori and pushing up the arrival of Zika by some decades). The shades, 
perhaps terrified at a moth attempting a VTOL on their shimmering 
forms (lacking foresight it was unlikely malaria was high on their list 
of post-death fears), had vanished into the world of having-once- 
appeared, coterminous with our world of appearing yet somewhere 
else, and in this disappearance I could now see only the Actuals 
wandering the nighttime paths, the grocery scurriers laden with 
ubiquitous Target™ bags (a massive win for their marketing team, 
given their aforementioned ubiquity (the neurons responsible for the 
prior statement, we are happy to report, have been shot)) and the 
painfully conspicuous Johns that approached every Asian woman in 
eyesight with lustful intent, unable to distinguish between hooker and 
passersby, with only the thin veneer of patriarchy and a smattering of 
the ever «useful» model minority myth keeping them safe from a well 
timed knockout punch or satisfying ball kick liable to cause fatal 
testicular torsion, a just punishment for their particular flavour of sex 


pest. I turned past those illiterate nuisances with just the right flavour 
of revulsion, secure in my superiority since at least I knew the names 
of Simone de Beauvoir and Mary Wollencraft, found the edge of the 
mineshaft on the corner with the flowers and money trees for sale 
despite mine eyes never catching a transaction, and in ill considered 
protest at a world not built for my exclusive traversal I began my 
crossing without looking either left or right for oncoming traffic, 
gambling that this now sparsely driven busway would not be the end 
of my journey on this accurséd rock that continued declining its 
intrusive thoughts to throw me off into the vacuum a few miles up. I 
caught myself before I tripped on some disintegrating concrete 
pebbles, the state ceding any pretence of road maintenance since it 
was converted into a bus-exclusive corridor despite the cries of the 
tyrants like the milk hoarder who owned the shops lining the now 
unbusy busway, tyrants entirely enmeshed in their delusions of the 
grandeur within their pathetic businesses that they really believed the 
majority of their customers, endowed with almost infinite wealth, 
arrived by car rather than bus or train or bike or foot, that the lack of 
free on street parking (despite simultaneously parroting the fable that 
they’re is know such thing ass a free lunch, a mantra that can only thrive 
in a world that accepts the existence of «lunch debt» as an appropriate 
burden to bestow upon a seven year old child and not the ravings of a 
madman in desperate need of a reeducation camp for antisocial 
menaces) gobbled up by the busway would scare all their car laden 
buyers away, their precious dictatorships shrivelling from lack of the 
money form, their very livelihoods made forfeit in the name of public 
transit, a cancerous mass that took their tax dollars yet hungered for 
more sacrifices, endless tribute to the ghost of Andy Byford and the 
train goblins of old that kept the transition between exiting the 
Manhattan Bridge and DeKalb Avenue station unduly slow in 
exchange for a semi-functional signalling system, miraculously 
working despite its nineteenth century vintage. The shop owners were 
now nestled deep in their bunkers preparing to ride out the threatened 
rain; none were outside their sovereign territories to watch me cross 
the street, eschewing the cross walk for a more efficient diagonal path 
to end up on the same side of the street as the pizza parlour; they 
were not paying attention to my journey as the camera began to dip in 
mimicry of my path, a Dutch angle, my hands in my pockets of the 
jacket, black and white like a neo-noir as I resisted the primal urge 
towards cheesy narration in faux deep cadence, almost as cheesy as I 
hoped my slice would be, before the camera switched to a tracking 
shot, low to the ground, as I approached the sidewalk edge in the Tarr 
Béla-esque pre-rain wastes of trash covered hardtop, ill lit and lonely 
in the stark black and white film rolling inside the prosumer Sony 


camera, the last holdout in the big majors’ war on film in favour of the 
DRM locked digital recordings to extinguish the lingering flames of 
union power amongst the projectionists; I saw myself from above, 
disembodied, a character in a film I had only minimal input in, a grip 
wishing for the director’s chair, capable of sound mixing while longing 
for a hand in set design. The scene ended and the neon colours of the 
second busiest pedestrian intersection in the city, presently serene 
thanks to the rain clouds and their threatening rumbles that lay not in 
the physical world (the sky itself being perfectly clear) but in the ever 
present spectre of the weather apps, rushed back to the fore as my 
stick bundled boots transitioned from crumbling roadway to 
crumbling sidewalk, ruined daily by the cacophony of feet rushing 
towards train and bus to resume their dismal commutes ordered by 
middle managers afraid that work from home revealed their wage 
work duties masquerading as their life’s mission to be superfluous. 
This cacophony passed duly by the once glamorous corner store now 
replaced by another nameless bank on their way to the train without 
so much as a glance, but as I stepped up to the sidewalk concrete, 
confirming my safety from a bus strike and my misfortune to have 
missed out on an MTA accident settlement, I saw the Invisible Hand 
and his (it’s always a his) wheel connected to the nightmare machines 
stored inside the lobby behind locked door, ostensibly keeping the 
debit cardless «unhoused» (a softer word to skirt around the starkness 
and desperation of a condition we decided to unsolve now that covid, 
in its infinite mercy, was over) from having a warm spot to relax, but I 
suspected something deeper, that perhaps They did not want the 
violence and the madness housed within to leak out onto the 
pavement and alert a people lulled to complacency by Monday Night 
Football™ and Poochini© that their world of Peace was an elaborate 
masquerade. I walked deliberately by the bank as if trying to avoid 
provoking the bear, only taking a sip of oxygen once the hovering, 
disembodied hand remained firmly out of my sight—I was headed 
towards better, towards sating a base urge that was worth revelling in. 
I passed another flower shop, its workers slowly bringing in their 
wares for storage now that the sun had set, and I dreamt of daffodils 
taking my ears’ place: how lovely to hear the gentle hum of 
chlorophyll churning away at their daily conversion of light to energy 
rather than the mechanical roars of well heads and fracked water jets, 
only the breeze rather than the abrasive honks of impatient cab 
drivers, insulated from their own disruptions as they cried without 
result into the car clogged evening melody, indignant at the traffic 
they in fact were. In front of one of the road ragers sat two refuse 
surrounded benches curiously empty, though I supposed the rain (or 
threat thereof) must have scared away the usual suspects (visions of 


the «unhoused»). I passed the narrow path between the Taiwanese 
sausage stand and the rotting blue wood encircling a defunct escalator 
entrance to the subway below that had been «undergoing repairs» for 
the better part of two years; these wood walls had lasted longer than 
many local restaurants who had succumb to the waves of reduced 
consumer demand, casualties of an ultimately failed lockdown, a farce 
never to be repeated. During the passage I gave my lungs another 
workout on account of the whores pressing in on me from all sides— 
they love narrow spaces, to entice clients with their perfumed 
closeness into entering a mess age parlour for anything but. My timid 
smile did not show beneath my mask, but they left me alone after a 
single look over, as always. Though I was without a partner I carried a 
tote: unlikely fodder for their enterprise was the thinking, despite my 
nervousness around their regular haunt. I passed this ravine daily, yet 
I was still on edge around the harmless prostitutes who lent the street 
a sense of familiarity; the cop inside my head was still in full force. 
My mind disappoints me even now. I regained my composure just as 
the sight of a metal grate sent my heart into a flutter—was the parlour 
closed for the coming rain? I hurried to verify, but was quickly put at 
ease by the gentle light falling forth; the grate was for the now 
shuttered Korean clothing store just next to the pizza counter, and a 
healthy crowd of loitering youths led me to conclude that I would 
indeed be chowing down on a delicious pie in the near to very near 
future, within the next fifteen minutes or so if their efficiency was 
within the bounds of normalcy. At speed I pushed through the 
children and in to the open door of the parlour, mulling over whether 
proper «New Yorker» phrasing was for a cheese pie or a plain pie to 
avoid coming across as a charlatan or (worse) an out-of-towner, a 
Midwestern transplant so concerned about «belonging» that I ignored 
the decades spent wearing the city like a garment won by valour, 
fretted over trifling words to appear authentic in front of a worker in 
all likelihood younger than my tenure in the metropolis and who 
certainly couldn’t give less of a shit beyond a half-hearted smile in a 
bid for a cash tip. Behind the counter, red and white in a perfect 
simulacrum of what a nostalgic boomer in the 80’s imagined a pizza 
parlour from the 50’s to look like (though without the framed black 
and white photos of Frank Sinatra and other Italian = American ikons, 
that’s one demerit), lay my target, the sole worker not immediately 
involved in preparing the pies for the voracious stone and steel oven 
in the back, at present cooking three pies only slightly visible through 
the piles of pizza boxes stacked upwards, with some so high that they 
just brushed the white tiled ceiling (as above so below). They were 
indeed younger than my time spent wandering the urine drenched 
curbs of Manhatta, glasses the sizes of my fist and a cheerful cadence 


entirely out of place in the store’s mise en scéne (another demerit for 
their mask, cloth and functionally useless). I settled upon plain pie 
(medium) and received smiling eyes with a grin behind their mask, a 
grin I perceived as amusement, but realised I could read nothing into 
the acceptability of my request due to their generally pleasant nature; 
feigned or not they would never reveal to me a misstep lest it 
jeopardise their tithe. Relent I did after receiving the change from one 
of my crisp(!) twenties, making sure to grab their attention via well 
considered non-verbal cues and a general air of quiet indignation that 
demanded a Witness before taking a single dollar bill and hovering it 
briefly over the flimsy plastic tip jar in acknowledgement of my 
generosity extracted under duress—the entire apparatus of the so- 
called service economy relied upon my understanding of the workers’ 
precarity and the loosest amount of solidarity permitted in a world 
where such notions are mumbled under breath and whispered with 
precision during serendipitous smoke breaks—before stuffing the crisp 
(legal obligation apologies) bill and rewarding the faux-pleasantries 
with cold hard cash. The night, proceeding better than hoped for 
despite the dumpling disaster, would only have to proceed another ten 
minutes before I received my pie, at least according to the now amply 
rewarded pizza clerk artificially beaming into the red pepper 
encrusted counter. Rather than whittle away the minutes in this 
noxious joint oozing with the base scent of the psychological wages of 
terminal whiteness I decided to brave the crowded sidewalk once 
more. A vigorous walk would do me good, once or twice around the 
block, maybe even get a temporary sip of oil-slicked oxygen without 
the aid of a mask if the Friday crowd I knew was coming had not yet 
overrun the path surrounding the parlour. I did another fashion = flick 
of my long coat before bidding my vassal adieu with a well-earned 
nod and walking out of the store to greet the loitering youths still 
blocking the side street. I jostled through the video watchers (just 
clips, really, their attention spans stolen by years of Althing exposure) 
and lowered my KN95 on account of the deserted street stretching on 
before me, enjoying a few moments of silent breaths, visible smoke 
puffs on the springtime smog, marvelling at the life I drew from this 
polluted well. I began the saunter by tipping my imaginary cap to the 
hollowed out remains of a T-Mobile® store to my left, shut down after 
it was emptied by bandits making use of the carelessness of a 
disgruntled employee who accidentally propped the doors open before 
leaving for the night, now just another empty storefront like the 
boarded up McDonald’s® next door (or was it a Burger King©?), 
destined to be ground up by «market forces», converted into a 
Chipotle™ outpost or an always empty office for a poverty exploiting 
healthcare provider where the deductible was higher than the median 


American wage, before failing the test of the Invisible Hand and being 
dropped back into the void without so much as an apology. On one of 
the rotting wooden boards round the corner protecting the dilapidated 
corpse of a PlayPlace™ I spotted the blood-red graffiti of Flushing’s 
resident Van Helsing, confidently asserting that PROSTITUTES ARE 
KILLING YOU in hasty scribbles above a flyer stating All occupants 
must wear facing coverings, surrounded by an army of NYC Work 
Permit proclamations with bureaucratic non-speak and myriad 
signatures of city functionaries I’d never elected or even heard of 
endorsing that the construction work out of sight behind the mutilated 
tree cadaver was city sanctioned, above the board, and complying 
with all the relevant and surely supremely well considered local 
ordinances that made up the tapestry of New York living. He (I had to 
assume they were a he (always a he)) had been unfurling his, 
Flushing’s resident Van Helsing, own tapestry for months now, drip 
feeding me his twisted yet seductive theories atop train ads, on bus 
stop signs, bollards, boards, and one time even on pavement or library 
steps, I can’t be bothered to remember which, all the same juvenile 
handwriting, deliciously curled Ss, always blood red. It was easy to 
maintain the delusion that he wrote for me alone, as every time I 
asked aloud about these scribbles they, the Flushlings, professed 
ignorance, pretending they had not been accumulating glances for the 
past year on their way to purchase their frozen dinners, no eye have 
vent seen n e graph feet e et al! despite his, Flushing’s resident Van 
Helsing, clear persistence at covering every feasible surface downtown 
with his proclamations. The story he weaved, or the one I had sewn 
together from his fragments, was something like the following—our 
world (or at least Queens, or maybe just downtown Flushing, this is 
left ambiguous, perhaps by design) had fallen under the control of 
strigoi, blood sucking vampires who felt the primary urge to Do Evil 
or at least Were Evil, the artist declining to take a stance about 
ontological being vs action. They had conjured up the panic around 
covid-19 to administer the vaccine, which allegedly did one of two 
things: either it turned you into a moroi, a «good» vampire who did 
not yet crave blood (but could be turned into a strigoi, soaked with 
bloodlust), or it turned you into a slave, an unthinking thrall, a 
walking sack of haemoglobin to keep your strigoi masters fed and fat. 
The night walkers of Flushing, caked in makeup, constantly 
conversing on street corners, clearly vampiric, were either the strigoi 
themselves, the grand rulers of all the Earth, or the privileged servants 
of that milieu tasked with picking up newly minted moroi and 
initiating them into the ranks of the strigoi or, as the graffiti in front 
of me just barely legible amongst the rotting wood seemed to imply, 
luring the sleepy thralls with the bait of a $50 fuck to the local 


Sheraton hotel (on this point he was very specific, drawing the 
connection between the prostitutes and the Sheraton half a dozen 
times, despite their dens clearly lying inside the rooms masquerading 
as massage parlours, directly in front of which they remained, 
drawing in Johns with their Siren songs), the hotel currently 
undergoing renovation on their front entrance for the next two years, 
and perhaps the last two years as well, potentially as cover for who 
knows what nefarious installations, the whores took the thralls to the 
rooms of the Sheraton in order to collect their blood, either for the 
whores themselves, as they were the strigoi who fed on this blood, a 
precondition of their immortality and their divine right to rule, or for 
the whores’ strigoi masters, the whores being themselves slaves of 
these strigoi, undoubtedly suited, well coiffed, and bundled deep 
inside their suburban castles outfitted with the darkest sex dungeons 
imaginable, likely paedophilic in intent. While ridiculous, I thought as 
I made my way past the gratified message and down the narrow 
corridor lined with pigeon poop and discarded plastic bags outside a 
currently closed clothing store selling cheap Korean knock-offs, his 
myths had a seductive clarity about them, a simplicity that made me 
wish they, the myths, were true. Putting aside the arrogance of 
declaring that the masters of the universe itself happened to live just 
next door (admittedly a pill living in New York made easier to 
swallow), who wouldn’t love to find out that the source of this terrible 
nightmare was just down the street, that a well placed stake to the 
heart of some prostitute was all it took to free humanity from its 
myriad chains and unleash a golden age of happiness, who didn’t 
fantasise that our world, careening out of control, crumbling under 
the weight of systems we don’t understand built by architects long 
since composted into worm feed, was actually under the tutelage of a 
legion of whores in Flushing, that they had a plan, evil as it was, that 
the world in all its expanses was knowable and even tameable, 
something that could be possessed, even if not by your own hand; 
seductive indeed. The silence of the roadway allowed a vision of 
myself, silver in hand, rampaging through the parlours with a 
chainsaw and the Word, exploding the vampire-pimp-hedge-fund- 
demons who had grafted on to our collective consciousness, their 
endless bloodsucking the reason why I was so fucking tired in the 
mornings despite twelve hours of sleep, restless but close-eyed, a film 
critic commenting that my replacement of the vampiric whores with 
their pimps as the Big Bad was well considered (long fantasies about 
killing sex workers was a bit pasé, no?), the awards piling in, I 
daydreamed on the sidewalk ignoring the sound of my boots until I 
was rudely interrupted by the memory of a young girl, hair held back 
by a friend, vomiting onto the car path again and again, grotesque 


chunks like potato stew, outside the KTV I was presently passing. I 
cursed under my breath that she had stopped my moment of glory, 
crushed it with her regurgitated soondubu and makgeolli after a long 
night of BLACKPINK® and unrequited side eyes but in reality it was I 
that crushed those selfsame dreams with my constructed memory of 
this long passed moment resurfacing in the so-called present, the Now 
haunted by the lies and visions of a never-appearing past. I tried to 
grab hold of my unravelled threads, reconstitute my story, but the bus 
horn of the Select Bus Service (transfers to the Q48 bus to LaGuardia 
airport) scattered them to the fume-heavy winds. All I had left to night 
dream was the confused Korean simulacrum of a Parisian bakery in 
the process of closing for the day and the broken dreams of some 
tourists from Busan undergoing the throes of terminal Paris Syndrome, 
not exactly pleasant thought fodder, so I continued on my walk, past 
the mall with e-scooters galore and the shuttered banks, with silence 
in my head, only the humming of the Xinjiang skewer stand’s 
generator (smells like lamb) providing background accompaniment to 
my steps. The main street cum busway was quiet as I rounded the 
corner, the only bustle from street vendors tidying their plastic tables 
filled with junk and ephemera, jittery toy dogs howling into the 
evening with presumed glee. Even the vampires were helpless in the 
face of petty merchants who filled empty space with the zeal of 
osmosis, water running downstream, permitless and inevitable with 
their unstoppable penchant for truck and barter. A few more 
«pedestrians» on the street now—the final defeat of the sun=day 
enticed them out evidentially, I mused annoyed as I dodged the 
walkers in my dash towards my waiting pie anxiously anticipating its 
own annihilation. Past the flower shop and its daffodils so bright they 
were almost walking, past the benches now filled with chatting 
couples doing their best to ignore the heaps of refuse piling up all 
around them, past the prostitute with her reading glasses studying her 
phone who would no doubt choose the vampiric life if offered to rid 
herself of the need for corrective lenses (alas a life not forthcoming in 
this derelict milieu), past all this distraction I wandered with only 
cheese and New World fruits on my mind, the wonderful tomato, 
without which so many cuisines became unimaginably sad, the 
gastronomic world pre-fifteenth century the realm of only gruel and 
salted fish. What Emperor Tiberius would give to taste an avocado... 
Outside the pizza parlour lay a mob of riders, the delivery bikers who 
kept the city’s heart beating despite scorn from drivers and walkers 
both, but they parted for my entrance with ease. Ghastly inside, 
crowded, and to my horror two portly snout sniffers demanding 
satisfaction at the red=white counter, oddly David Chang-like in 
countenance and facial structure, each a mirror of the restaurateur in 


their own manner, like two offsets in a Hall of Fun mirrorway. In my 
mind’s PA system, muffled and barely comprehensible through the 
faulty wired speakers in dire need of maintenance, I announced 
COMPOST THE COPS once, twice, louder again so my overpaid FBI 
handler could pick up the (my) distorted brainwaves with his NSA 
designed but CIA produced thought reader, made through funnelled 
funds earmarked in a grain subsidy bill constructed to benefit the poor 
farmer=oligarchs of agroindustry, long neglected and withering of 
course, to benefit the cackling criminals and keep their slaughter mills 
functioning, lubricated with mammalian blood, peering at my 
thoughts through this thought reader device lying inside the Uighur 
street car or one of the ATMs in the mall across the street, maybe even 
inside the pizza oven itself, the reader created with the purpose of 
uncovering the source of the mass Cuban delusion that their life 
expectancy was higher than the unfortunate prisoners of the Great 
Satan due to free, widespread, quality healthcare rather than the clime 
of the tropics that must surely render Cubans lazy, brutish, clumsy, 
and unwilling to put in the requisite hours of labour required to 
eviscerate their bodies at a rate similar to the enlightened Americans, 
a reader now turned inwards on its own criminal class, a textbook 
case of Foucault’s boomerang finding a natural endpoint. I wanted my 
handler to hear what he already knew, to drive home the point that 
his present enterprise was futile, that there was nothing more to 
discover, that he was trapped in this Sisyphean task until his masters 
deigned to release his longed for pension, the highest and indeed only 
aspiration of the employees in the so-called National Security 
Apparatus, or his beloved state balkanised into a shatterzone and he 
was left to serve whatever rump remnant he found himself nearest to 
at the time of death. I hoped against hope that the pizza-starved pigs 
would pick up my subconscious desire, POLICIA SUICIDATE, and leave 
me to my pie without their chortles and vile superiority bought with 
the barrel of state-sponsored terror, but they paid me no mind as they 
laughed with the counter clerk, overly familiar in an as of yet 
successful bid towards continued calm. The officers maintained their 
cackles in the face of a twisted counter smirk until they came to a 
decision, hands on their pistols as they marched past me and into the 
street, their pensions jiggling portly. I approached the now free 
counter, but not before the clerk turned to his compatriot and let out a 
sigh of relief and a phrase in Arabic, “ali sls la, joy that the monsters 
had retreated into the night. I bent over the counter and put on a 
familiar air just as ’d seen him do to the pigs in an attempt to ignore 
the screaming kettle that forced me to reckon with my lowly status as 
one who asked, that my question of service was tantamount to the 
boss whip of capital, no better than the recently (not dearly) departed 


pork shells, I viewed the clerk as a means to an end (my cheesy slice!) 
more than a human being just as my supple wallet desired, I thought 
all this as I inquired about my pie status; he shouted and received an 
answer, its coming up, not ready, my hopes dashed, I was condemned 
to the shrill sounds of Cyndi Lauper through the radio currently 
blasting at high volume, for the time of the pie’s coming was clearly 
too short to justify another jaunt round the block, it was inside this 
narrow holding cell that I would wait. At least I no longer needed to 
inhabit my pretend supplicantry mood despite both him and I 
knowing that it was I who held the power by nature of holding the 
purse, sliding into a bar stool seat, grease slime covered, between a 
black haired lady in her thirties bathing her slightly chunky form with 
the intoxicating ambrosia of the Althing, mercifully on mute, and a 
diabetes encrusted old timer solemnly folding up his paper plate like a 
slice and pretending to eat, having forgotten that the cheese remnants 
scattered across the white landscape, peppered with oil stains the size 
of craters, meant his pizza lay in the halcyon days of just seconds ago, 
or perhaps even minutes, the senile man left to rot in a pizza parlour 
by his either impoverished or ungrateful family and a state that had 
ceded all responsibility towards the aged outside of bureaucratic maze 
runs disguised as healthcare, itself dependent on work history or 
«means testing»; this poor creature for minutes (or hours!) reenacting 
the moment of eating his slice again and again, flavour the only joy 
left in his otherwise dismal, penniless existence. How he could remain 
in this narrow corridor reeking of Back to the Future boomerist 
nostalgia, listening to the same songs from a 30 year period we seem 
condemned to endure for all eternity (the end of history meaning the 
end of pop music, the end of all «art») I could only explain with the 
most severe of degenerative mental illness, exacerbated by the endless 
second hand exposure to the seductive brain melt of the screens 
surrounding him, the screens that portend the extinguishing of the last 
vestiges of life outside the commodified world society = market. I 
didn’t know what was worse: the music the radio played to distract 
you from the periods of ads or the ads themselves, ten times louder 
than the music already disfigured by endless battle in the Loudness 
Wars, screaming at me about sales and loans and medicine to make 
the world appear just dandy. It was much too distracting to read 
amidst, all encompassing, so distracting that I was resigned to the 
horrible punishment of people watching rather than paging through my 
Lispector or my Jaeggy, an anthropologist cursed to live amongst the 
beasts. Every repetition of the chorus it’s just another manic Monday 
was a reminder of the cultural void I had the pleasure of living in; I 
detested that every chord, guitar strum, bridge, and verse triggered an 
accurséd pang of recognition in the overflowing file cabinets of a 


mindspace not entirely my own, pangs I would surely feel at the 
opening riff of the next soulless «cultural product» served up by the 
overpaid and underbathed so-called disc jockeys at 106.7 Lite FM who 
did nothing more than load algorithmically generated playlists 
approved by a cabal of culture vultures who prowled the night looking 
for the next vial of clout they could suck guiltlessly, cackling 
executives who could load these pathetic playlists into their queues 
and blast them into the uncaring air waves. All these songs, all the 
voices of the dead generations weighed on my brain like a nightmare, 
the scream=songs of the living drowned out by the relentless, 
targeted capital of nostalgia, funded by the private equity firms who 
have so definitively declared the end of music that they were willing 
to spend billions in order to secure the rights of the discographies of 
Bowie® and Springsteen©, the bankable past a surer bet than 
whatever demented future was on offer, music itself repackaged as a 
product, an investment vehicle. This dying gerontocracy, hell bent on 
making the world an unlivable desert for all those who had the gall to 
outlive them, was not even content to let us have our own songs, our 
own cultural touchstones, no, all we were to have were repackaged 
versions of the songs that they had loved when they were once 
capable of feeling, the Weeknd’s veneration of 80’s synths, Dua Lipa’s 
worship of Elton John, the vapid «timeless» pop of Harry Styles 
workshopped with endless focus groups to calibrate the exact dosage 
of familiarity, all serving to further entrench the sounds of the past as 
the sounds of the future, Giorgio Moroder be damned. I sunk further 
and further into the slime stool, the woman continued to swipe video 
into video, the actor repeated his performance of a matterless bite, 
Cyndi Lauper once again screamed manic Monday, my pizza was not 
yet cooked. The stasis, this maddening stasis resulting from a lack of 
madness, of action, Hans Sachs wept, the kind of stasis Krishna 
warned Arjuna against in their chariot on the fields of Kurukshetra, 
was broken by the entrance of a bubbly woman wearing a Betty Boop 
black leather jacket perfectly at home in this nostalgia drenched 
environs proudly declaring hello every body!, the casual cadence of her 
greeting a welcome balm to the goop of «modernity» I had reasoned 
myself into. The air of nonchalance felt with her flighty yet firm 
movements coupled with her undeniable disposition of empathetic 
care gave this Booty Boop the perfume of royalty, the royalty we 
wished the royals were rather than the inbred monsters they in 
actuality became, an unassailable figure of social cohesion standing 
tall amidst a ruined landscape of alienated souls come down from 
Disneyland or Beverly Hills or wherever else an American 
manifestation of aristocracy would reside (does reside?) in our age of 
maladies to bestow upon us, the unworthy, her regal gifts. With every 


hello Mustafa! and that endearing wave of her hand which gave off the 
impression of calculated superiority without the customary pretension 
that follows I fell further under her intoxicating allure, ready to get on 
bended knee and pledge my fealty to the kind empress, to join her 
damn fool idealistic crusade to topple the old order in favour of her 
whims, preparing myself for a life affirming march through the 
suburban wastes of these united states with an army of the lonely and 
the broke(n), whirring internal combustion engines calling out for the 
drowning of the swamp dwellers in Washington, knight errants 
prancing on rumbling motorcycles haphazardly armed with 
repurposed dumbbells cheering for blood before their charge, a mess 
of pizza delivery cyclists and former RadioShack™ restockers 
descending on the most wretched hive of scum and villainy this side 
of the Western hemisphere like locusts in the name of kindness, my 
titillating vision of revenge suddenly scattered by the cry of Mustafa 
himself, pizza in hand and unaffected by the majesty of the queen, 
who turned his gaze towards mine eyes (how horrible it was!) and 
uttered words that were mere slant rhymes away from triggering that 
ghastly feeling of Recognition, indications of reality laying claim to 
my personhood, my very essence. Corner? he announced with 
trepidation, close enough to my name that it triggered shivers but not 
a full blown breakdown to my already fried nerves which most 
certainly could not withstand a full frontal assault by means of 
momentary but all-encompassing Acknowledgement of my named 
physical form, my nerves would crumble with the slightest tug on the 
soul through the long seated magical power of the Label, the Proper 
Name that the druids and the fae so revered, the signature of existence 
in our self-obsessed reality. Comb her he announced again, holding my 
medium pie and inching dangerously near the correct pronunciation, 
forcing me to act with speed, shifting my way past the imperial 
entourage towards the counter with smiled mouth (hidden) and 
expectant eyes (glass-obscured) typical of the actors who danced in 
the realms of polite requests on a desperate quest to prevent the final 
fraying of my frazzled nerves. I nodded gruffly and was able to obtain 
my prize without any pained words of faux-gratitude, the 
pronunciation challenged clerk disappearing into the fog of labour and 
depersonalisation faster than I could muster up the courage to let slip 
a meek thanks, let alone another showy display of obligatory tipping 
or the briefest dashes of direct eye contact behind my horn round 
spectacles, saving me a precious few ounces of social energy already 
at critical levels of empty. The exchange completed, I traded my regal 
admiration for the cheesy allure of the pizza housed inside the white 
cardboard box emblazoned with a scene of an Italian hamlet so 
stereotypical in an alternative world of Triangle Trade gone 


backwards or a sunset invasion of Hapsburg Spain by the avenging 
forces of Cuauhtémoc it, the crudely stencilled scene adorning the 
cardboard, would be deemed «racist», with its idyllic illustration of a 
red cafe surrounded by portly commendatori chowing down on pasta, 
pizza, and wine; inside this mass produced monster, the corpse of 
trees from the Levant, the product of the congealed labour of a string 
of suffering stretching from the almost ritualistic killing of the 
inhabitants of the Jurassic to the surely underpaid cooks in this very 
room, the smell was undeniably heavenly, and it was because of this 
heavenly smell that right there, in between the counter and my just 
vacated seat, amidst the royal visit of Betty Boop unfurling all around 
me, that I decided I would not leave this pizza parlour without a 
sample to sate my rolling, boiling desire, a single slice to sustain me 
on the homeward pilgrimage, an almost cruel facsimile of the amateur 
actor’s performance, the elder actor whose very existence was a 
memento mori. But with a snap of the door that hid possibilities and 
the latching of the bolt by my quick decision came the dawning, fiery 
fingers and all, of the fact that to eat I must (and on this fact the 
doctors have always been quite insistent) first, before any eating is 
done, I first must, without exception, take out my pills, those foul 
poisons that keep feeding me accurséd life, and swallow them, the 
pills, down eight at a time, every time, always «before», a must, every 
visit they would remind me of the importance of having my pills 
«before», fill my body with the life giving poison prior to any and all 
food consumption, and like the little sickly boy I was (and indeed still 
am) I did and do make sure, «before» any meal or even just a light 
snack (indeed they drilled this into my impressionable head, the 
doctors, over and over again like a cuckoo clock, drilled like an 
ancient trepanation procedure to imbue me with mystical light) I was 
to take out my ludicrous pill case of petroleum = plastic, smooth to the 
touch and horrible, grab no less than eight of the pills, developed 
through centuries of research, a direct line from the ghastly labs of 
pharmaceutical giants funded by the noxious dilly dallying of the so- 
called American taxpayer and the daily robberies maniacally codified 
into law as «health insurance», to Hippocrates, Abu-Ali al-Husayn ibn 
Abdullah ibn-Sina, a curious hunter gatherer who decided chewing on 
a leaf might protect them from vomiting in the height of the 
mountains, and all the other giants Newton sardonically wrote about, 
the giants we all but lay upon with our bulbous forms each day and 
each hour, a coalition of geniuses who worked and died just to keep 
my frail form, my frail form which couldn’t even handle the uttering 
of my own name without the very real threat of self-immolation, alive 
and well, I was to grab the medley of pills and wash it down, lest I 
wished to incur the wrath of my admittedly sensitive and undoubtedly 


diseased digestive tract, the kind of wrath my doctors assured me 
would happen and land me in front of their scrunched disapproving 
faces once again, and so I obeyed their stern commands and indeed 
removed my ludicrous pill case from my tote, opened the 
petroleum = plastic lid, and took eight pills into my hand «before» 
eating a pizza slice, making sure to bury the sighs and screams of the 
dying and the dead, the factory workers watching the line to make 
sure my ridiculous pills were shaped correctly while snapping 
themselves awake to keep the vile wage flowing and their belly- 
tribute alive; the cargo ship crew, wet, lonely, resting atop billowing 
smoke, crushed corpses burned for Power and the pleasure of 
transport, making sure my pills were delivered on time; the sounds of 
boredom and wasted lives radiating from the immense latticework of 
bureaucracy involved in both providing the pills and making sure I 
underwent the arcane rites of made up madness like prior 
authorizations and out of pocket maximums; I pushed all of this down 
into the den of my subconscious and threw the eight pills into my 
open mouth, only to realise just as the previously dry casings on the 
pills began to melt in the saliva of my interior world, that I lacked the 
necessary water or other beverage with which I could wash them, the 
eight pills I took from my ludicrous case, down. I was then, as a result 
of the drought conditions I’d found myself in, thrown into serious 
torment, at a crossroads of decision, all detestable: did I remove the 
eight pills, now slightly damp and the exterior structure of which 
rapidly deteriorating, and place them back into my ludicrous 
petroleum=plastic pill case, risk the rest of the pills being 
contaminated by the saliva acid, and face the disapproving chorus of 
disappointed medical professionals scolding me for taking my critical 
pills not «before» but after, the horrid after, an option almost 
unthinkable, no, I could not take none, I would not risk upsetting the 
watchers and my weak digestive tract with no enzymes with which to 
properly digest the oily, cheesy slice I needed to make it home; this 
rejection, however, led me down an equally unsavoury path, mainly 
exposing myself once more to the brain damage of social interaction, 
and specifically the particularly nasty kind that involved unsolicited, 
slightly uncouth requests of Things from underpaid service workers, in 
this instance a glass of water, or perhaps just a cup, a paper cup, with 
which I could wash down all eight still deteriorating pills in short 
order and move on to the more enjoyable bite of the slice, a cup of 
water indeed assured by law, the worker required to furnish me with 
this water, gratis, free of charge, but still I could not find it, the 
courage, inside my fried nerves and screaming, fatigued body, the 
courage to waltz up to the counter and demand my beverage, braving 
the moment the clerk made eye contact and Acknowledged my 


existence as a loathsome creature while the royal visit churned on all 
around us, no, this too was was simply out of the question, not 
possible if I planned on making it home at all on this chilly night; but 
the pills, the rapidly deteriorating eight poison capsules haunting my 
tongue, forced me to split the different and come to a decision lest 
their corpses decompose in my all-too-small mouth. I removed all but 
one of the eight pills and laid them down in my hand (ignoring their 
gross, slimy exterior reminding me of the physicality of my hand, 
existing in corporeal space) to avoid placing them on the filthy 
counter, encrusted over with dried tomato sauce and red pepper 
flakes, and conjured up enough saliva to force the remaining pill down 
my throat, repeating this procedure thrice until my oesophagus could 
no longer stomach another dry sliding capsule and my saliva glands 
secreted only exhaustion with a pathetic cough. Half would have to be 
enough; I’d take the rest when I got back, the cabal of doctors would 
have to be sated with my meagre offering, and I cast them out of my 
overcrowded mindspace with extreme prejudice, victims of the same 
tired action sequence I used to dispatch the vampire pimps, as I 
unfolded the not-quite-racist pizza box and revealed, in all its glorious 
splendour, the pie housed inside, steam pouring off its cheesy skin at a 
rate that, if maintained, would have morphed this boomerfied food 
establishment into a Russian bathhouse. I removed the smallest slice 
(my brain still ridden with Protestant penny pinching inherent with 
the American civil religion, despite my status as a recovering Catholic) 
cautiously, with slow movements to avoid an uneven removal of the 
top layer of cheese = tomato, and placed it atop the now closed pizza 
box like an unwieldy plate, threw on some red pepper flakes 
(essential!) and took a single bite to reward myself for the decision to 
leave despite the chaos of the imperial visit. I did not even realise I’d 
removed my mask, so great was my hunger, and thereby revealed my 
visage to the broader «community», but my alarm faded as I realised 
they were all transfixed by Betty Boop and I indulged in anonymous 
masklessness for a few beats more as I finished my chews, breathing in 
the sweaty fumes of a store in desperate need of an airing out. Once 
my satisfied bites ceased I regained my disguise, mask up, standing 
next to the stool, pizza box in hand and tote on shoulder, ready (but 
never truly ready) to ford the crossing of the hungry masses, defend 
my pizza from the passersby (for what is more alluring than just baked 
pizza lying ready for your bite?) and endure the endless eyes of the 
curious and the old who had mastered the art of staring with feigned 
indifference to gaze into the deepest reaches of your psyche if only to 
keep their boring lives entertaining enough to decide on continuing 
for another maddening day without a shameful attempt at premature 
auto-euthanasia. I pushed and shoved my way through the 


overcrowded hallway, careful not to give off too much of a push, 
sending my pizza slice flying from its plate or worse, awakening the 
insufficiently suppressed rage of an office worker who lives their 
whole life in a kind of supplicantry stupor, servant-like in their curt 
exclamations of agreement to their boss, their significant other, the 
bus driver, the crosswalk signal, their credit line, their toothbrush, the 
horrid pressure of normalcy amidst a world gone awry, agreeing to 
that wretched condition of modernity, to be crushed underfoot by the 
spectres of the past (regrets accumulating into nightmares) and the 
zombies of the now, they agreed to all this, bottled up their rage, 
ready to explode at my slightest touch were I to push them too hard, 
as I now avoided doing in my attempts at escaping the hall that grew 
increasingly claustrophobic as the crowd tightened, tightening in a 
desperate plea for the touch of a royal, the coveted acknowledgement 
of a Better in a world seemingly built only for Them. Push, shove, 
jostle, reassure the steaming slice with whispers of confident 
tenderness, a scowl beneath my mask with eyes that betrayed nothing: 
such was my lot in that vile sequence, seemingly never ending, a 
Sartrean hell where not a word was spoken but the psychic vibe 
profoundly fucked, the anxious energy of a people coddled and afraid 
of mass shootings and «random» acts of officer involved violence 
refracted into a terrifying collective goop sweating out of the walls 
and ears alike. Inexplicably the veil, thick with the illusions of maya, 
lifted mere steps from the doorway, a smiling giant, an imperial guard 
with the largest puffer ld ever seen (and indeed I’ve yet to see one 
larger, more packed with the feather=corpses of geese, more bulging 
to the point of stuffed, balancing on a knife’s edge of explosion) 
holding the door open and paving the way for a quick exit; through 
the scuffle behind me he cut like the sharpest Damascene blade, his 
eyes filled with tremendous kindness, free from expectation or hidden 
conceit, his smile level yet full. I mumbled a pathetic excuse for 
thanks, still filled with the shock of encountering almost Earth 
shattering compassion in that place which courted none; his reply of 
your well come, brother paired with his gesture to the exit, smooth and 
almost wax like in its perfection, sent me further into gratitude- 
induced delirium, at pains to comprehend what was currently 
happening, as the bodyguard ushered me to the freedom of exhaust- 
fumed air before letting the door to the pizza parlour gently close. 
Under faded stars and neon ads I lay, coveting the precious moment of 
unfouled air filtering through my mask in full awareness of the world 
at large, the unreal courtesy of the puffer man drawing a direct line 
between me and the otherwise inaccessible mass of the so-called 
public. It was obvious I’d entered, belly full and «social battery» 
depleted, the rare state of wistfulness that the recollection of my own 


existence entailed, where all who presently passed—the snickering 
group of teens loitering outside; the exhausted colony of delivery 
drivers quiet on their phones, swimming in silent solidarity with each 
other in their most wretched wage work; the forty-something dressed 
far too young, in clear rebellion against her own age, walking briskly 
homeward; the gawkers here to see the real Chinatown only to find 
themselves in line for a pizza slice; the toppling old lady, shaking 
cane, happy to smell another night of buzz and urbane madness; the 
crowds yet unseen, the crowds long since departed, the spectral 
visitors who wandered still, all following their own unfurling thread, 
all kicking off their own chains of suffering with every step, haunted 
by the unceasing cries of the souls extinguished to build their worlds 
and sustain their hopes—all these passersby, I became convinced in 
this wistful state most likely triggered by a full belly and empty «social 
battery», were me in miniature, I was connected and indeed one with 
all of them; their laugher and smiles, sadness and disappointment, 
their myriad states filled my heart with the nectar of living, their 
beautiful madness promised that the world was not yet entirely lost, 
crystallised into ossified concrete that would surely rot after a few 
centuries of neglect; I reveled in this wistful state under the barely 
visible stars until an improbable raindrop from an otherwise clear sky 
brought me back to my unfortunately diseased prison in the throes of 
decay, a rumbling of my insatiable stomach, almost longing for the 
repetition of consumption, yet needing variety in that repetition, 
convinced me it was time to retreat behind my fortress walls and 
devour the tribute warming my leather covered hands, at present a 
warmth for which I was most grateful in the cool night. I descended 
the gently sloping sidewalk amidst the amiable shades, jealously 
guarding the visible slice and hidden pie from their greedy eyes, or 
rather their black empty sockets that betrayed the suggestion of eyes, 
as I deigned to take another bite, but not before carefully, one hand 
still grasping the box straight from the bizarro-racism factory, 
lowering my hopefully legitimate KN95 and smiling at the chaotic 
scene of bustle that lay before me. The slice, too hot, a tragedy, my 
bite sent scalding oil outward and around—in an embarrassed stupor I 
let the tomato=cheese mix fall out from my open mouth, gasping for 
air in an ineffective bid to avoid a tongue burning, I let the mixture 
fall, or really I spat it out, onto the box in what must have been a 
revolting yet hilarious sequence judging by the way two of the 
prostitutes previously engrossed in their glowing looking glasses broke 
out into almost mocking laughter, their hysterics infectious as the rest 
of the crowd smiled in unison. I continued walking past the thralls 
(the prostitutes, the delivery workers, all of us thralls of one vampiric 
lord or another, servants of that ultimate blood sucker, amorphous in 


nature, which lives vampire-like by sucking up the labour of all 
others; it was and is only by our hand, our blood, that it continued 
and continues to rule), past the caged livestock I walked with a pained 
grin, pretending my fraying nerves were not about to shatter, that I 
was above all this nonsense, but as I continued to walk and let the 
rhythm of my steps console me the faux = grin turned into the genuine 
article; no longer was I looked at by the prostitutes, the bespectacled 
one and her high heeled coworker, as a customer or mark, no, for a 
brief moment I was no longer ensnared in the matrix of truck and 
barter—I was a fool, a source of amusement, a person from which 
could be found autonomy and even joy at their capacity for mistake 
and hilarity; through my unintentional faux pas I was subject to the 
ray of Recognition, yet it did not vaporise me, in those seconds I lay 
outside the vile maze of the so-called total factor market and reveled 
in the personhood of an autonomous individual rather than a con sue 
mer. Through the sublime act of self inflicted injury, I thought as I 
reasoned the slice was cool enough to try again, I had reached the 
fabled land of solidarity, the pleasure of that realisation mixing with 
the intoxicating gooeyness of the Italian flatbread to capstone a night 
that began with the expectation of only failure. I gazed up at the faint 
twinkles of starlight, from a tracking shot mounted on a nearby 
rooftop I saw my transcendent, contemplative form on Super 8 film, 
standing still surrounded by motion all around, taking stock of the 
glimpse of infinity, Seiobo’s grace come down from heaven in the 
momentary lifting of the veil, hoisted up by streetwise brotherhood 
and working class food=treat, my BAFTA-worthy performance once 
again intruded and indeed ruined by the ill timed dropping of a single 
rain tear from a barren sky aimed directly at the centre of my 
forehead angled spaceward. I mumbled with annoyance as I took 
another bite and raised my mask before setting off to the crossing of 
the crumbling busway under the tutelage of the walking man 
illuminated in white. The madness of the intersection, the madness 
latent in Actually Existing Persons, the madness in the vibration of 
everyday existence in the land outside the amusement park =island, 
still atop the bones of the (glorious) dead but walking with the feet of 
the living and not the living dead, the madness to face the madness of 
tomorrow and today, all this swirled as I crossed the busway, as I 
walked through the branch breathing elders and the highway of 
predators, as I entered the threshold of my apartment=fortress and 
the long threatened rain began to fall from the cloudless sky. 
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